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TO       THE 


> 


REVIEWERS. 


Fathers  of  Wlfdom,  a  poor  wight  befriend ! 

Oh  hear  my  fimple  prayer  in  fimple  lays : 
In  forma  pauperis  behold  I  bend, 

And  of  your  Worfhips  a{k  a  little  praife. 

I  am  no  cormorant  for  fame,  d'ye  fee ; 

I  afk  not  ail  the  laurel,   but  a  fprig  ! 
■■  Then  hear  me.  Guardians  of  the  facred  Tree, 

And  ftick  a  leaf  or  two  about  my  wig. 

In  fonnet,  ode,  and  legendary  tale. 

Soon  will  the  prefs  my  tuneful  works  difplay ; 
Then  do  riot  damn  'em,  and  prevent  the  fale; 

And  your  petitioner  fhall  ever  pray. 

B 


M^ 


[  ^  } 

*My  labours  damn'd,  the  Mufe  wkli  grief  will  groan — > 
The  cenfure  dire  my  lantern-'  jaws  will  rue  f    i 

Know  I  have  teeth  and  ftomach  like  your  own. 
And  that  I  wifli  to  eat  as  well  as  you. 

I  never  faid,  like  murderers  in  their  dens, 
You  fecret  met  incloud-capp'd  garret  high. 

With  hatchets,  fcalping  knives  in  fhape  of  pens, 
To  bid,  like  Mohocks,  haplefs  authors  die  : 

Nor  {liid,   (in  your  Reviews,  together  ftrung) 
The  limbs  of  butcher'd  writers,  cheek  by  jowl, 

Look'd  like  the  legs  of  flies  on  cobwebs  hung 
Before  the  hungry  fpider's  dreary  hole. 

I  ne'er  declared,  that,  frightful  as  the  Blacks, 

In  greafy  flannel  caps  you  met  together, 
With  fcarce  a  rag  of  fhirt  about  your  backs, 

Or  coafor breeches  to  keep  out  the  weather. 

^  Heav'ii 


I    3    J 
Heav'ii  knows  I'm  innocent  of  all  tranfgrefllon 

Againft  your  honours,  men  of  claffic  fame  1 
I  ne'er  abus'd  your  critical  profeffion, 

Whofe  dBum  faves.at  once  or  damns  a  name. 


I  never  queftion'd  your  profound  of  head, 

Nor  vulvar,  calfd  your  wit,  your  manners  mvfe  ; 

Nor  fwore  on  butcher'd  authors  that  you  fed 
Like  carrion  crows  upon  a  poor  dead  horfe. 

I  never  faid,  that,  pedlar  like,  you  fold 

Praife  by  the  ounce,  or  pound,  like  fnuff  or  cheefe  ', 
Too  well  I  knew  you  filver  fcorn'd  and  gold — 

Such  drofs,  a  fage  Reviewer  feldom  fees ! 

1 
I 

I  never  hinted,  that  with  half  a  crown 

Books  have  been  fent  you  by  the  fcribbling  tribe ; 

Which  fee  hath  purchas'd. pages  of  renown: 
No,   for  I  knew  you'd  fpurn  the  pahry  bribe. 

I  ne'er 


.     [     4     ] 
I  ne'er  averr'd,  you  critics  to  a  man, 

For  pence,  would  fvvear  an  owl  excell'd  the  lark  j 
Nor  call'd  a  coward  gang,  your  grave  Divan, 

That  ftabb'd,  like  bafe  aflaflins,  in  the  dark. 

I  never  prais'd,  or  blam'd,  an  author's  book, 
Until  your  wife  opinions  came  abroad ; 

On  thefe  with  holy  rev'rence  did  I  look ; 

With  you  I  prais'd,  or  blam'd,  fo  help  me  G — d ! 

The  fam'd  Longinus  all  the  world  mufl  know : 

The  gape  of  wonder  Ariftarcus  drew, 
As  well  as  Alexander's  tutor,   lo  I 

All !  all  great  critics,  gentlemen,   like  you. 

Did  any  a(k  me,   "  Pray,  Sir,  your  opinion 
"  Of  thofe  Reviewers,   who  fo  bold  beftride 

"  The  world  of  learning,  and  with  proud  dominion, 
"  High  on  the  backs  of  ^crouching,  authors  ride?" 


Quick 


[     5     ] 
Quick  have  I  anfwer'd,   in  a  rage,   "  Odfblood ! 

'.'   No  works  like  theirs  fuch  criticifm  convey  : 
"  Not  all  the  timber  of  Dodona's  wood 

"  E'er  poiir'd  more  fterling  oracle  than  thcy^ 

Did  others  cry,   "  Whate'er  their  brains  indite, 
**  Be  fure  is  excellent a  partial  crew  ! 

"   With  16  Paeans  uflier'd  to  the  light, 

"   And  prais'd  to  folly  in  the  next  Review  :" 

This  was  my  anfwer  to  each  fnarling  elf, 

(My  eyeballs  fiU'd  with  fire,   my  mouth  with  foam) 

"   Zounds !   is  not  juftice  due  to  one's  dear  fclf  ? 
"   And  fhould  not  charity  begin  at  home  ?" 


Full  often  I've  been  queflioiTd  with  a  fncer- 


"  Think  you  one  could  not  bribe  'em?"  "  Not  a  nation. 
*'  A  beef-fteak,   with  a  pot  or  two  of  beer, 

"  Might  fave  a  little  volume  from  damnation." 

C  Furious 


[     6     ] 

Furious  I've  anrwer'd,   "  Lo !  my  Lord  Carlifle 

*'  Hath  begg'd,  in  vain,  a  feat  in  Fame's  old  temple; 

"  Though  you  applaud,  their  wifdoms  will  not  fmile; 
**  And  what  they  diHipprove  is  curfed  iimple. 

"   Could  gold  fucceedj  enough  the  peer  might  raife, 
"  Whofe  wealth  would  buy  the  critics  o'er  and  o'er : 

"  'Tis  merit  only  can  command  their  praife,  • 
"  Witnefs  the  volumes  of  Mifs  Hannah  More*. 

"   The  Search  for  Happinefs,    that  beauteous  fong, 
*'    Which  all  of  \is  would  give  our  ears  to  uwn  $ 

*'   The  Captive^  Percy,   that  like  muftard  ftrong, 

"  Make  our  eyes  weep,  and  underftandings  groan  f ." 

Hail  Briftol  town  !   Boeotia  now  no  more, 

Since  Garrick's  Sappho  fmgs,  though  rather  flowly. 

All  hail  Mifs  Hannah  !  worth  at  leaft  a  fcore, 
Ay,  twenty  fcore,  of  Chatterton  and  Rowley. 

=*  A  Lady  talked  of  for  her  poetical  produaions,  and  emphatically 
called  by  a  certain  clafs  of  readers,  the  tenth  Mufe. 
t  A  pair  of  tragedies. 

Men 
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Men  of  prodigious  parts  arc  moftly  fliy  ; 

Great  Newton's  felf  this  fliiling  did  inherit ; 
Thus,   frequent,  you  avoid  the  public  eye, 

And  hide,   in  lurking  holes,   a  world  of  merit. 

Yet  oft  your  cautious  modefties  I  fee, 

When  from  your  bow'r  with  bats  you  wing  the  dark : 
And  Sundays,  when  no  catchpoles  prowl  for  prey, 

On  cether  dining  in  St.  James's  Park. 

Meek  Sirs  !  in  frays  you  choofe  not  to  appear, 

A  circumftance  moft  natural  to  fuppofe. 
And  therefore  hide  your  precious  heads,  for  fear 

Some  angry  bard,  abus'd,  fhould  pull  your  nofe. 

The  world's  loud  plaudit,  lo  !  you  don't  defire, 

Nor  do  you  haftily  on  books  decide ; 
But  firft  at  ev'ry  cofFee-houfe  enquire, 

How,  in  its  favour,  runs  the  public  tide, 

4.  There 


[    s    ] 
Tliere,  Wifdom,   often  with  a  critic's  wig, 

The  flice  demure,   knit  brows,   and  forehead  fcowling, 
I've  feen  o'er  pamphlets,  with  importance  big, 

Moiifmg  for  faults,  or,  if  you'll  have  it,  owling. 

Herculean  Gentlemen !  I  dread  your  drubs  \ 

Pity  the  lifted  whites  of  both  my  eyes ! 
Strung  with  new  flrength  beneath  your  maffy  clubs, 

Alas !  I  fhall  not  an  Antseus  rife. 

Lo,  like  an  elephant  along  the  ground, 

Great  Caliban,  the  giant  Johnfon  ftretcht ! 

The  Britifh  Rofcius  too  your  clubs  confound, 

Whofe  fame  the  fartheft  of  the  ftars  hath  reach'd. 

It  fuch  fo  eafy  fink  beneath  your  might. 

Ye  Gods !  I  may  be  done  for  in  a  trice : 
Hurl'd  by  your  rage  to  everlafting  night 


Crack'd  with  that  eafe  a  beo-o-ar  cracks  his  Uce. 


&o^ 


If, 


C     9     ] 
,45^   -IL  awful  Sirs,  you  grant  me  my  petition ; 
^  With  brother  pamphlets  fliall  my  pamphlet  fhine ; 

And  fhould  it  chance  to  pafs  a  firft  edition, 

In  capitals  Aall  ftare  your  praife  divine."  • 

Quote  from  my  work  as  much  as  e'er  you  pleafe 
For  extrads,   lo  !   I'll  put  no  angry  face  on ; 

Nor  fill  a  hungry  lawyer's  fift  with  fees, 

To  trounce  a  Bookfeller  like  furious  Mafon  *. 

Sage  Sirs  !  if  favour  in  your  fight  I  find. 

If  fame  you  grant,   I'll  blefs  each  gen'rous  giver : 

Wifii  you  found  coats,   good  flomachs,  mailers  kind  f> 
Gallons  of  broth,   and  pounds  of  bullock's  liver. 

*  The  conteft  between  Mr.  Mafon  and  a  Bookfeller  is  generally  known 

t  The  Bookfellers. 


D  'ihc 


[     :o     ]  . 

The  following  Addrefs  to  the  REVIEWERS 

was  written  for  a  poetical  Friend,   in   1778, 
who  had  fuiFered  by  their  Severity: 

lis  hard,  Meflieurs  Reviewers,   'pon  my  foul, 
You  thus  fliould  lord  it  o'er  the  world  of  wit ; 
No  higher  court  your  fentence  to  controul, 
You  hang,   or  you  reprive,  as  you  think  fit ! 

Whether,  in  calf,   your  labours  of  the  year 

Rank  with  immortal  bards,  or  boxes  line  ; 
Or,  torn  for  fecret  fervices,   oh  dear ! 

Are  ofFer'd  up  at  Cloacina's  fhrine  : 

Whether  you  look  all  rofy  round  the  gills, 
Or  hatchet-fac'd  like  ftarving  cats  fo  lean ; 

Whether  your  criticifm  each  pocket  fills 

With  halfpence,  keeping  you  clofe  fliav'd  and  clean  : 

4  Whether 


Whether  in  gorgeous  raiment  you  appear, 
Or  tatters  ready  from  your  backs  to  fall ; 

Whether  with  pompous  wigs  to  guard  each  ear, 
Or  whether  you've  no  wigs  or  ears  at  all ; 

Whether  you  look  like  gentlemen  or  thieves, 
I  hate  ufurpers  of  the  critic  throne ; 

Therefore  his  compliments  the  poet  gives, 
And  humbly  hopes  you'll  let  his  lines  alone : 

Stay  till  he  alks  your  thoughts,  ye  forward  fages ; 

Officioufnefs  the  modeft  bard  abjures :         '     ' 
'Tis  furely  pert  to  meddle  with  his  pages, 

Who  never  deign'd  to  look  in  one  oi  yours. 


THE  END. 
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LYRIC      ODES. 


ODE       I. 

Peter  giveth  on  Account  of  his  great '^^'LATio'a — boajleth — praifeth 
Sir  William  Chambers  and  Somerset  House — applaudeth 
Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  and  fie  wet  h  deep  clajjic  Learning. 

"Y  CouGn  Pindar,   in  his  Odes, 
Applauded  HoiTejockeys  and  Gods, 
Wreftlers  and  Boxers  in  his  verfe  divine ! 
Then  {hall  not  I,  who  boaft  his  fire, 
And  old  hereditary  lyre, 
To  Britiih  Painters  give  a  golden  line? 

Say,  fliall  yon  Dome  flupendous  rife, 
Strikintj  with  Attic  front  the  ficies — 
The  nurfmg  dame  of  many  a  Painting  Ape;* 

*  Painting  Ape. This  expreffion    is  by   no   means  meant  to  convey   the  idea  of 

infult.— There  is  great  propriety,  if  not  poetry,  in  it.— The  reader  will  pieafc  to 
rccoUea:,  that  P.iinting  is  an  imitative  art — Monkeys  are  prodigious  imitators— 
v/itnefs    my    own   Odes. —  BefiJes,    Pope   compliments    the    immortal    Nev/ton    by    a 

rnnihr  alluiion. 

B  And 


(  +  ) 

And  I  immortal  rhime  refufe, 
To  tell  the  nations  round  the  news^ 
And  make  poflerity  with  wonder  gape  ? 

Spirit  of  Coiifin  Pindar,  ho! 

By  all  thy  Odes,  the  world  fliall  know, 
That  Chambers  plann'd  it — Be  his  name  rever'd  !— 

Sir  William  s  journeymen  and  tools, 

(No  pupils  of  the  Chinefe  fchools) 
With  ftone,  and  wood,  and  lime  the  fabric  rear'd  ! 

Thus  having  put  the  Knight  in  rhime, 
Stone,  men,  and  timber,  tools  and  lime  ; 

Now  let  us  fee  what  this  rare  Dome  contains 

Where  rival  Artifts  for  a  name. 

Bit  by  that  glorious  mad-dog  Fame, 

Have  hxt  the  labours  of  their  brufh  and  brains* 

O  Mufe  !  Sir  JoJJma\  mafter-hand 
Shall  firft  our  lyric  laud  command — 

Lo  !  Tarleton  dragging  on  his  boot  fo  tight  !' 
His  Horfes  feel  a  godlike  rage, 
And  long  with  Yankies  to  engage — 

I  think  I  hear  them  fnorting  for  the  fight  1 


Behold 


I 
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Behold  with  jfire  each  eye-ball  glowing  f 
I  wifli  indeed  their  manes  fo  flowing 

Were  more  like  hair — the  brutes  had  been  as  good, 
If,  flaming  with  fuch  clafllc  force, 
They  had  refembled  lefs  that  horfe 

Call'd  Trojan — and  by  Greeks  compos'd  of  wood. 


Now  to  yon  Angel  let  us  go — 
A  fine  performance  too,  I  trow, 

Who  rides  a  Cloud — indeed  a  poorifli  hack — 
Which  to  my  mind  doth  certes  bring 
That  eafy  bum-delighting  thing. 

Rid  by  the  Chancellor — yclep'd  a  Sack. 


Yet,  Rey?toIds,  let  me  fairly  fay, 
With  pride  I  pour  the  lyric  lay 

To  moft  things  by  thy  able  hand  expreft— 
Compar'd,   alas  !   to  other  men. 
Thou  art  an  eagle  to  a  wren  ! — 

Now,  Mrs.  Mufe,  attend  on  Mr.  TVeJi^ 


ODE 
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ODE     ir. 


Peter  falleth  foul  on  Mr.  West  for  rcpnfentlng  our  Blefcd 
Redeemer  like  an  Old-Clothes-Man  —  a?id  for  mfrepre- 
fenting  the  Apostles. — Peter  tiefcribetJo  St.  Paul,  ^W  Judas 
a;id  the  Apostles — Cutteth  up  Mr.  West's  j^figels — Attacketh 
another  PiBiire  of  Mr.  West'j — Weepeth  over  the  hard  Fate  of 
Prince  Octavius  and  Augustus,  Children  of  our  Moji 
Glorious  Sovereign. 


i> 


West,  what  hath  thy  pencil  done  ? 
Why,  painted  God  Almighty's  Son 
Like  an  Old-Clothes-man,  about  London  Street  ! 
Place  in  his  hand  a  rufty  bag, 
To  hold  each  fweet  collected  .rag  ; 
We  then  fliall  fee  the  charadler  complete. 

Th'  Apoftles  too,  I'm  much  afraid. 
Were  not  the  fellows  thou  haft  made — 

For  Heav'n's  fake,  ^ef^,  pray  rub  them  out  again- 
There's  not  a  mortal  who  believes 
They  look'd  like  old*  Sahators  Thieves, 

Although  they  might  not  look  like  Gentlemen. 

St.  Paul  moft  candidly  declares. 
He  could  not  give  himfelf  high  airs 
Upon  his  perfon-— which  was  rather  homely — 

*  Sa!vator  Rofa,   happy  in  his  charaaers    of  Banditti. 


But 
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ft 

But  really,  as  for  all  the  refl:, 
Save  Judas,  who  was  a  rank  beaft, 
They  all  were  decent  labourers,  and  comely. 

Thy  Spi?-its  too  can't  boaft  the  graces — 

Two  Indian  Angels  by  their  faces — 
But  fpeak-~where  are  their  wings  to  mount  the  wind? 

One  wou'd  fuppofe  M'Bride  *  had  met  'em — 

If  thou  haft  fpare  ones,  quickly  get  'em, 
Or  elfe  the  lads  will  both  be  left  behind. 

Ghoft  of  Oaavius!  tell  the  Bard, 

And  thou,  Auguflus,  us'd  fo  hardy 
Why  TF'eJi  hath  murder'd  you,  my  tender  lambs  ? 

You  bring  to  mind  vile  Richard's  deed. 

Who  bid  your  Royal  Coufins  bleed, 
For  which  the  world  the  Tyrant's  mem'ry  damns. 

Wejlf  I  muft  own  thou  doft  inherit 

Some  portion  of  the  painting  fpirit — 
But  truft  me — not  extraordinary  things — 

Sojne  merit  thou  muft  furely  own. 

By  getting  up  fo  near  the  throne. 
And  gaining  whifpers  from  the  Beft  of  Kings. 

•  Capt.  M'Bride,    famous   for  winging   men    of  war,    as   well    as   partridges.  — 
See  his  letter  to  the  Admiralty, 

C  ODE 
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ODE       III. 

P  E  T  s  R  admmjlereth  fage  Advice  to  very  young  Painters. 

jDEOPLE  muft  mount  by  flow  degrees  to  Glory— 
'Tis  Stairs  muft  lead  us  to  the  Attic  ftory — 
Thus  thought  my  Great  old  Name-fake,  Peter  Czar  ; 

Who  bound  himfelf,  in  Holland,  to  a  trade ; 

A  very  pretty  Carpenter  he  made  ; 
And  then  went  *  home,  and  built  a  Man  of  War. 

The  Lad  who  would  a  'Pothecary  fhine, 
Should  powder  Claws  of  Crabs,  and  Jalap,  fine. 

Keep  the  Shop  clean,  and  watch  it  like  a  Porter  : 
Learn  to  boil  Glyfters — nay,  to  give  them  too, 
If  blinking  Nurfes  can't  the  bus'nefs  do ; 

Write  well  the  Labels,  and  wipe  well  the  Mortar. 

Before  that  Boys  can  rife  to  Mafter-Tanners, 
Humble  thofe  Boys  muft  be,  and  mind  their  manners ; 
Dcfpifing  Pride,  whofe  wifti  it  is  to  wreck  'em: 

And 
»  To  Ruffia. 
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And  mornings,  with  a  bucket  and  a  ftick, 
Should  never  once  difdain  to  pick, 
From  ftreet  to  flreet,  fair  lumps  oi  Album  Gr cecum* 

Thus  fhould  young  Limning  Lads  themfelves  demean ; 

Learn  how  to  keep  their  Mafters  Bruflies  clean, 
And  learn  to  fqueeze  the  Colours  from  the  Bladders — 

Furbifh  up  K-c3gs — the  fhining  Pallet  fet — 

Keep  the  Knives  bright — and  eke  the  Eafel  neat  — 
Such  arts,  to  Fame's  high  Temple  are  the  Ladders. 


Yoimg  Men— — fo  ufeful  are  the  arts  I  mention  ; 

(Believe  me,  not  an  atom  is  invention). 
The  Inftant  that  I  pen  this  Ode,  I  know 

A  Jew-like,  fhock-poU'd,  fcrubby,  fhort,  black  Man, 

More  like  a  Cobler  than  a  Gentleman — 
Working  on  Canvafs,  like  a  dog  in  dough. 


By  Heav'ns !  with  fcarce  more  knowledges  than  thefe. 
He  earns  a  Guinea  ev'ry  Day  with  cafe; 

Attempteth  heads  of  Princes,  Dogs,  Cats,  'Squires — 
Now  on  a  Monkey  rcnt'reth — now  a  Saint — 
T-.dks  o{  himfelf^  and  much  himfelf  admires, 

■   ad  fttuts  the  vericft  Bantatn  Cock  of  Paint. 

But 
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But  mind  me,  Youths,  I  don't  Conceit  advifc, 
Becaufe  'tis  fulfome  to  men's  ears  and  eyes  ; 
Whofe  tongues  might  cover  you  with  ridicule- 
And  pray,  who  loves  the  appellation,  Fool  f 


Yet,  if  in  fpite  of  all  the  Mufe  can  fay, 
You  will  iftjijl  on  going  the  wrong  way, 
And  wifi  to  be  a  Laughing- ft ock — 
Copy  our  little  old  black  Bantam  Cock — 

Whofe  foul,  moreover,  of  fuch  fort  is — 
With  fo  much  acrimony  overflows, 
As  makes  him,  wherefoe'er  he  goes, 

A  walking  Thumb-bottle  of  Aqua-fortis. 


ODE 
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ODE      IV. 


The  Lyric  Bard  commendeth  Mr.  Gainsborough's   ViG—-Recom' 
mendetb  Landscape  to  t/je  Artiji. 

\\ 
AND  now,  O  Mufe/\with  fong  fo  big, 

Turn  round  to  Gain/b" rough's  Girl  and  Pig, 

Or  Pig  and  Girl  I  rather  fliould  have  faid : 

The  Fig  in  white,  I  muft  allow, 

Is  really  a  well  painted  Sow  : 
I  wifli  to  iay  the  fame  thing  of  the  Maid. 


cS.. 


As  for  poor  St.  Leger  and  Prince, 

Had  I  their  places  I  fhould  wince, 
Thus  to  be  gibbeted  for  weeks  on  high  j 

Juft  like  your  felons  after  death, 

On  Bagfhot,  or  on  HounjQow  Heath, 
That  force  from  travellers  the  pitying  figh. 

Yet  Ga'mjhorough  has  great  merit  too, 

Wou'd  he  his  charming y<7rif  purfiie — 
To  mind  his  Landfcape  have  the  modeft  grace — 

Yet  there  fometimes  are  Nature's  tints  defpis'd  ; 

I  wifh  them  more  attended  to,  and  priz'd, 
Inftead  of  Trump'ry  that  ufurps  their  place. 

D  ODE 
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ODE       V. 

p£TER  quarrekth  ivith  Fat, — pi-c-jcfh  its  fatal  Inconveniencies'-^ 
Accounteth  for  the  Leannefs  and  Rags  of  the  Muses — Difplayetb 
Military  Science — Telleth  a  nvonder)  id  Story  of  a  Spanish  Marquis 
— Talkctb  fenfibly  of  a  Greyhound^  a  Hawk,  and  a  Race-Horfe—' 
Pointetb  out  the  proper  SubjeBsfor  Greafe. 

pAINTERS  and  Poets  never  flioiild  be  Fat — 
Sons  of  Apollo !   liften  well  to  that. 

Fat  is  foul  weather — dims  the  Fancy's  fight: 
In  poverty,  the  wits  more  nimbly  mufter: 
Thus  Stars,  when  pinch'd  by  froft,  call  keener  luflre 

On  the  black  blanket  of  Old  Mother  Night. 


Your  heavy  Fat,  1  v.»ill  maintain^ 

Is  perfed;  Birdlime  of  the  Brain  ; 

And,  as  to  Goldfinches  the  birdlime  clino-s— 

Fat  holds  Ideas  by  the  legs  and  wings. 

Fat  flattens  the  moft  brilliant  Thoucrhts, 

Like  the  Buff-Stop  on  Harpfichords,  or  Spinnets- 

MufBing  their  pretty  little  tuneful  throats, 
That  would  have  chirp'd  away  like  Linnets. 


Not 


1 

i 
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Not  only  Fat  is  hurtful  to  the  Arts, 
But  Love,  at  Fat — ev'n  Love  Almighty  flarts— 
Love  hates  large,  lubberly,  fat,  clumfy  Fellows, 
Panting  and  blowing  like  a  Blackfmith's  Bellows, 

In  Parliament,  amid  ft  the  various  chat, 
What  eloquence  of  North's  is  loft  by  Fat  I 
Mute  in  his  head-piece  on  his  bofom  hung, 
How  many  a  Speech  hath  flept  upon  his  Tongue!  " 

So  far  Apollo's  right,  I  needs  muft  own,.> 
To  keep  his  Sons  and  Daughters  high  in  bonei 
The  Nine  too,  as  from  Hiftory  we  glean, 
Are,  like  Don  Quixote's  Rosinante,  lean  ; 

Who  likewife  fancy  all  incumbrance  bad, 
And  therefore  travel  very  thinly  clad ; 
Looking  like  Damfels  juft  efcap'd  from  jails, 
With  backs  al  frefco^y   and  with  tatter'd  tails.. . 

How,  with  large  rolls  of  Fat,  would  ac^ 

A  Soldier,  or   a  Sailor  ? 
And  'tis  a  well-attefted  flidl,  . 

Apollo  was  as  nimble  as  a  Taylor. 
How  could  he  elfe  have  caught  that  handfome  fhrt>. 
Miss  Daphne,  racing  through  the  pools  and  dirt  ? 


The 
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The  Marquis  of  Cerona,  of  great  Parts, 

Could  fcarce  fupport  Innifelf,,he  was  fobig — 
He  ftarv'd — drank  Vinegar  by  pints  and  quarts, 
•And  got  down  to  a  Chriftian — from  a  Pig. 
•Some  Author  fays,  his  fkin  (but  fome  will  doubt  him) 
Would  fold  a  half-a-dozen  times  about  him. 

Reader! — of  He  I  urge  not  an  iota: 

His  fkin  would  really  round  his  body  come, 
Though  tight  before  as  parchment  on  a  drum — 
"Juft  like  a  Portuguefe  Capota. — • 

Yes — yes — indeed  I  folemnly  repeat, 
Painters  and  Bards  fhould  very  little  eat : 
No  matter,  verily,  how  flight  their  fare — 
Nay,  though  Cameiion-like  they  fed  on  air — 

Elfe  they're,  like  Ladies  much  inclin'd  to  Feed'ng—  j 

Who,  often  when  they  fatten,  leave  off  Breeding; 

Or,  like  the  Hen,  facetious  ^fop's  ftory,  __ 

So  known — I  fhall  not  lay  the  Tale  before  ye. 

You  would  not  load  with  Fat,  a  Running-Horle, 
Or  Greyhound  you  defign  to  courfe  ; 
Nor  would  you  fatten  up  the  Hawk, 
You  mean  to  nimble  birds  to  talk. 


Then 


4 
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Then  pray,  young  Bruflimen,  if  you  wi(K  to  tlirivc, 
And  keep  your  Genius,  and  the  Art  alive, 

Gobble  not  quantities  of  flefh  and  fiih  up : 

Beings  who  can  no  hatm  from  Fat  receive, 
May  feafl:  fecurely — then  for  Heav'n's  fake  leave 

Greafe  to  an  Alderman,  a  Hog,  or  Biihop. — 

ODE       VI. 

Peter  fattereth  Mr,  Mason  Chamberlin — and  that  tisojl 
brilliant  Landfcape-Painter,  Mr.  Loutherbourgh  —  Peter 
admireth,  praifeth,  and  conjoleth  the  EngliJJi  Claude,  Wilson. 

'  I  'HY  Portraits,  Chamberli?i^  may  be 
A  likenefs,  far  as  I  can  fee ; 

But,  faith!  I  cannot  praife  a  fingle  feature  : 
Yet,  when  it  fo  fhall  pleafe  the  Lord, 
To  make  his  people  out  of  Board,  , 

Thy  pidures  will  be  tolerable  Nature. 

And  Loutherbourgh,  when  Heav'n  fo  wills, 

To  make  Brafs  Skies,  and  Golden  Hills, 
With  Marble  Bullocks  in  Glafs  Paftures  grazing ; 

Thy  reputation  too  will,  rife. 

And  people,  gaping  with  furprife, 
Cry,  "  Monlieur  LiOutherboiirgh  is  moft  amazing!''' 

E  But 
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But  thou  muft  wait  for  that  event — . 

Perhaps  the  change  is  never  meant — 
Till  then,  with  me,  thy  pencil  vi^ill  not  fhine- 

Till  then,  old  red-nos'd  WilfQ?i\  art 

Will  hold  its  empire  o'er  my  heart, 
By  Britain  left  in  poverty  to  pine. 

But,  honeft  Wilfon^  never  mind ; 

Immortal  praifes  thou  fhalt  find, 
Arid  for  a  dinner  have  no  caufe  to  fear — 

Thou  ftart'ft  at  my  prophetic  rhimes— - 

Don't  be  impatient  for  thofe  times ; 
Wait  till  thou  haft  been  dead  an  hundred  year. 


ODE       VII. 


V^T^Smbreaketh  out  info  Learning,  and  talketh  Latin — -Advifeth young 
Artijis  to  do  no   more  than  they  can  do — Recommendeth  to  each  the 
K?iowIedge   of  his  Genius. —  Peter  talketh  of  Mfop's    Fables  and 
Mr.  Stubbs — Peter  ventureth  on  the  Stage — Recordeth  a  Story  of 
an  ASlor,  and  co7icludeth  facetioujly . 

^*    (^UI Jitt  Mcecenas^  tit  nemo  quam  fihi  forteni'' — 

'^^C^V/as  partly  writter^fc'r  thofe  fools 
Who  flight  the  very  art  that  would  fupport  'em, 

In  fpite  of  Gratitude's  and  Wifdom's  rules. 

It 
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It  brings  to  mind  old  iEfop's  tale,  fo  fweet, 
Of  a  poor  country-bumpkin  of  a  Stag, 

Who  us'd  to  curfe  his  clumfy  Legs  and  Feet, 
But  of  his  Horns  did  wonderfully  brag. 

Unlike  our  London  poor  John-Bulls, 
Who,  from  the  wardrobe  of  their  fcuUs, 
Could,  with  the  greateft  pleafure,  piece-meM  tear 
Such  pretty-looking  ornamental  geer. 


But,  to  the  ftory  of  the  Buck, 

Like  (many  Englifh  ones)  much  out  of  luck. 

When  to  a  thicket  Mafter  Buck  was  chac'd, 
His  fav'rite  Horns  contriv'd  toSpoil  his  trot — 

By  keeping  the  young  'Squire  in  limbo  faft. 

Till  John  the  Huntfman  came  and  cut  his  throat. 


Unfortunately  for  the  Graphic  Art, 
Painters  too  often  their  true  genius  thwart ; 
Mad  to  accomplifli  what  can  ne'er  be  done, 
They  form  for  criticifm — a  world  of  fun.  i*. 


->^ 


.v^ 


The 


ft 
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The  Man  of  Hift'i-y  longs  to  deal  in  little^ 
Quits  killing  oil,  for  perifhable  fpittle  : 

The  Man  of  Miniature  to  Hift'ry  fprings, 
Mounts  with  an  ardour  wild  the  broom-like  Brufli, 

Makes  for  Sublimity  a  daring  pufh, 
And  fhows,  like  Icarus,  his  feeble  wings. 


'Tis  faid  that  nought  {o  much  the  temper  rubs 
Of  that  ingenious  Artift,  Mr.  Stubbs, 
As  calling  him  a  Horfe-painter — How  ftrange, 
That  Stubbs  the  title  (hould  deiire  to  change! 


Yet  doth  he  curfes  on  th'  occasion  utter, 

And  foolifh  quarrels  wim  his  bread  and  butter* 

Yet,  after  Landfcape,  Gentlemen  and  Ladies, 

This  very  Mr.  Stubbs  prodigious  mad  is; 

tt  ■  ■ 

So  quits  his  Horfe — on  which  the  Man  might  ride 
'Ji© "Fame's  fair  Temple,  happy  and  unhurt ; 

And  takes  a  Hobby-horfe  to  gall  his  pride, 
That  flings  him,  like  a  lubber,  in  the  dirt. 


The 
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The  felf-fame  folly  reigns,  too,  on  the  Stage, 
Such  for  impoflibilities  the  rage  ! 
The  Man  of  Farce,  to  Tragedy  afpires, 
And,  calf-like  bellowing,  feels  heroic  fires — 

Weston  for  Hamlet  and  Othello  figh'd, 

And  thought  it  dev'lifh  hard  to  be  denied. — 

The  courtly  Abington's  untoward  Star 

Wanted  her  reputation  much  to  mar, 

And  fink  the  Liady  to  the  Wafhing-tub — 

So  whifper'd — ''  Mrs.  Abington,  play  ScruF^— 

To  folly  full  as  great,  fome  imp  may  lug  her, 

And  bid  her  flink  in  Filch^  and  Abel  Drugger. 


An  A<5tor,  living  at  this  time. 

That  now  I  pen  my  verfe  fublime, 
Could  not,  to  fave  his  foul,  find  out  \\\'^  fort — 

But  lo!   it  happen'd,  on  a  lucky  night, 

He  on  the  fubjed:  got  a  deal  of  light ; 
And  thus  doth  Fame  the  circumftance  report. 

After  exhibiting  to  Pit,  and  Boxes, 
To  take  a  dram,  the  Ador  ftroll'd  to  *  Fox's — 
Where  foon  his  friend  came  in,  fuch  fine  things  faying, 

*  A  Tavern  near  the  Playhoufe. 


Off( 


ermg 
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Offering  a  thoufand  pretty  falutatlonsi. 
With  full-confirming  Oath-ejaculations 
Unto  this  Son  of  Thefpis,  for  his  playing. 

"  By  Heavens!"  quoth  he,   "  unrivall'd  is  thy  merit — 
* '  Thou  play 'dfl-  to-night,  my  friend,  with  matchlefs  fpirit  r 
"  Zounds!  my  dear  fellow,  let  me  go  to  H-11, 
"  If  ever  part  was  adted  half  fo  well  1" 

The  Adlor  blufh'd,  and  bow'd,  and  filly  Ibok'd, 
To  hear  fuch  compliments  fo  nicely  cook'd — 
Getting  the  better  of  his  mauvaife  honte — 
And  flaring  at  the  other's  fleady  front, 

He  afk'd — *  What  part,  pray,  mean  ye?  for,  in  troth^ 
<  I  know  of  none  that  you  fhould  fo  commend' — 
**  What  part!"  .replied  the  other  with  an  oath : 
**  The  hind-part  of  a  Jack-ass,  *  my  dear  friend  1'* 

The  Player,  pleas'd  infliead  of  being  hurt, 
Thank'd  him  for  the  difcovery  of  hi^fort — 
Purfued  his  genius — fought  no  higher  game. 
And  by  his  Jack-ass  won  unenvied  fame. 

•  A  Part  in  one  of  the  Pantomimes,  which   contains  a  large  portion  of  kicking, 
Waying,  obftinacy,  and  tail-wriggling» 

ODE 
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ODE       VIII. 


Peter  abufeth  Mr.  and  Mrs.  CoswaYv 

T7IE,  Cofway!  I'm  afliam'd  to  fay 
Thou  own'fl  the  title  of  R.  A. — 

I  fear,  to  damn  thee  'twas  the  devil's  fending— 
Some  honeft  caUing  quickly  find, 
And  bid  thy  Wife  her  kitchen  mind, 

Or  fliirts  and  fliifts  be  making,  or  be  mending. 


If  Madam  cannot  make  a  fhirt, 

Or  mend,  or  from  it  wafh  the  dirt. 
Better  than  paint — the  Poet  for  thee  feels — 

Or  take  a  ftitch  up  in  thy  flocking, 

(Which  for  a  wife  is  very  (hocking) 
I  pity  the  condition  of  thy  heels. 

What  vanity  was  in  your  {kulls. 

To  make  you  aft  fo  like  two  fools, 
T'expofe  your  daubs,  tho'  made  with  wond'rous  pains  out  ? 

Could  Raphael^  angry  ghoft  arife. 

And  on  the  figures  caft  his  eyes. 
He'd  catch  a  piftol  up,  and  blow  your  brains  out. 

Muse 
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MasE,  in  this  critlcifm,  I  fear, 

Thou  really  haft  been  too  fevere : 

CosvvAY  paints  Miniature  with  truth  and  fpirit, 

And  Mrs.  Cos  way  boafts  a  fund  ot  merit. 


Be  more  like  courtly  Horace's  thy  page ; 
And  fhun  of  furious  Juvenal  the  rage, 
Of  whom  old  Scaliger  afferts— "  qui  jugulaf — 
Id  eji — the  fellow  would  not  murder,  boggle  at. 

This  Scaliger  employs,  too,  the  word  trucidat : 

That  is,  the  Bard  would  dafh  through  thick  and  thin, 

And,  like  a  ruffian,  would  fo  ufe  ye,  that 

He  would  not  leave  a  whole  bone  in  your  Ikin. 


ODE 
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ODE       IX. 

Peter  exhibiteth  Bible  Knowledge — Condemnetb  Imitators,  and  tnaietit 

Cofnparijbns. 

OIR  Joshua— for  I've  read  my  Bible  over, 
Of  whofe  fine  art  I  own  myfelf  a  lover, 
Puts  me  in  mind  of  Mathew,  the  firft  chapter— 
Abram  got  Ifaac — Ifaac,  Jacob  got — 
Jofeph  to  get,  was  lucky   Jacob's  Lot, 
And  all  his  brothers. 
Who  very  nai rally  made  others, 
Continuing  to  the  end  of  a  long  chapter— 
A  genealogy  I  read  with  rapture. 

Yet,  pofTibly,  not  with  fo  much  delight, 

As  Queenfb'ry's  Duke  delighting  in  good  courfesy 

Reads  (which  I'm  told  he  doth,  from  morn  to  night), 
The  noble  pedigrees  of  Running-Horfes, 

Penn'd  with  a  deal  of  fubtlety,  and  labor. 

By  that  great  Turf-Apoftle,  Mr.  Heber. 

Sir  Joshua's  happy  pencil  hath  produc'd 

A  hofi:  of  Copyifts,  much  of  the  fame  feature; 

By  which  the  Art  hath  greatly  been  abus'd — 
I  own  Sir  Joshua,  great — but  Nature  ^r^(^/^r. 

G  But 
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But  what,  alas!  is  ten-times  worfe — 
The  progrefs  of  the  Art  to  curfe  : 
The  Copyijis  have  been  copied  too  ; 
And  that,  I'm  fure,  will  never  do. 

Such  Painters  are  like  Pointers  hunting  game — 
Intent  on  pleafure,  and  Dog-fame  ; 
Suppofe  a  half-a-dozen  dogs,  or  more, 
Snuffing,  and  fcamp'ring,  crofTmg  the  field  o'er. 

One  Pointer  fcents  the  Partridge — points 

Fix'd  like  a  flatue  on  the  pleafmg  gale  ! 

How  ad  the  others?— Stop  their  fcamp'ring  joints  3; 

And,  lol  one's  Nofe  is  on  his  neighbour's  Tail. 

Perhaps  this  Dog-comparifon  of  mine, 
Though  vaftly  natural,  and  vaftly  fine,. 
May  not  be  fully  underftood 
By  all  the  youngling  Painter  Brood  ; 
Therefore,  that  into  error   they  may'nt  roam,, 
I  think  I'll  be  a  little  more  at  hofue. 


Suppofe  a  Damfel  of  the  Cyprian  clafs, 
A  frefh-imported,  lovely,  blooming  lafs, 
Gay,  carelefs,  fmiling,  ogling  in  the  Park — 

Sjippofe 
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Suppofe  thofe  charms,  fo  pleafing  to  the  eye, 
Catch  the  wild  glance,  and  ftart  the  am'roiis  iigh. 
Of  fome  young  roving  military  Spark  ! 

Lo!  as  if  touch'd  by  bailiifs,  or  by  thunder, 
Sudden  he  flops — all-over  ftaring  wonder — 
A  thoufand  fancies,  his  warm  brain  furround  ; 
And  miil'd,  as  if  by  magic,  to  the  ground. 
He  pomts  towards  thofe  fafcinating  charms 
That  rous'd  the  holl  of  Paflions  up  in  arms. 

A  brother  Enfign  fpies  the  ftock-ftill  lad, 

And  fudden  halts — grave  pond'ring  what  it  means — 

Another  Enfign,  taking  this  for  mad. 

Upon  his  fupple-jack,  deep-marv'ling  leans  : 

Another  Enfign  after  him^  too,  fauntering, 

Stops  fhort,  and  to  his  eye  applies   his  glafs — 

To  know  what  ftay'd  his  brother  Enfign's  cantering. 
Not  dreaming  of  that  eye-catcher,  the  Lass. 

Thus  nofing  one  the  other's  back, 
Stands  in  a  goodly  row  the  King's  red  Pack; 
Except  the_y7;y?,  whom  Nature's  charms  inflame— 
His  nofe  is  properly  towards  the  ga7?ie. 

E'en 
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E'en  fo,  the  President,  to  Nature  true, 
Doth  mark  her  form,  and  all  her  haunts  purfue  ; 
Whilft  half  the  filly  Bruflimen  of  the  land, 
Contented  take  the  Nymph  2it  feco7id-hand ', 
Imps,  who  jufl:  boaft  the  merit  of  TrafjJJators — 
WordLCQ" s  fervum  pecus — hnitators- 

O     D     E       X. 

Peter  jcereth   Mejieurs  Serres   and  Zoffani,  and  praifdh  and 

condamieth  Mr.  Barret. 

CTErres  and  Zopfani  !   I  ween, 

I  better  works  than  yours  have  feen — 

You'll  fay,  no  compliment  can  well  be  colder — 
Why,  as  you  fcarce  are  in  your  prime, 
And  wait  the  ftrength'ning  hand  of  Time, 

I  hope  that  you'll  improve  as  you  grow  older  *. 

Believe  me,  Barret,  thou  hall  truth  and  tafte  ; 

Yet  fometimes  art  thou  apt  to  be  unchajle: 
Too  oft  thy  pencil,  or  thy  genius,  flags — 

Too  oft  thy  Landfcapes,  Bonfires  feem  to  be ; 

And  in  thy  buftling  Clouds,  methinks  I  fee 
The  Refurredion  of  old  Rags* 

*  The  firft  is  about  70  years  of  age,  and  the  laft  63  or  64. 

O  CatiOHy 
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O  Catton,  our  poor  feelings  fparel 
Supprefs  thy  trafh  another  year ; 

Nor  of  thy  folly  make  us  ixy  a  hard  thing — 
And  lo!   thofe  daubs  amongft  the  many, 
Painted  by  Mr.  Edward  Penny! 

They  truly  are  not  worth  a  half  a  farthing. 


ODE       XL 

Peter  cannonade th  Fashion — Advtfeth  People  to  vfe  their  own  Eyes 
and  Kojes ;  and  ordereth  what  is  to  be  done  with  a  bad  Nofe. 

/^NE  Year  the  PowVs  of  Fafliion  rule 
In  favour  of  the   Roman  School—- 

Then  hey,  for  Drawing !  Raphael  and  Pouffin. 

The  following  year,  the  FlemiOi  Schools  £hall  ftrike — 
Then  hey,  for  Col'ring— -Rubens  and  Vandyke; 

And,  lo !  the  Roman  is  not  worth  a  pin. 

Be  hot  impos'd  upon  by  Fashion's  roar — 
Fashion  too  often  makes  a  monftrous  noife, 

Bids  us,  a  fickle  jade,  like  fools  adore 
The  pooreft  trafh,  the  meaneft  toys. 

H  And 
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And  as  a  Gang  of  Thieves  a  buftle  make, 
With  greater  eafe  your  purfe  to  take, 

So  Fashion  frequently,  her  point  to  gain. 
Sets  up  a  howl  enough  to  ftun  a  ftone, 

And  fairly  picks  the  Pocket  of  your  Brain, 
That  is,  if  any  Brain  you  chance  to  own. 

Carry  your  Eyes  with  you  where-e'er  you  go — 
For  not  to  truft  to  them,  is  to  abufe  'em, 

As  Nature  gave  them  t'ye,  you  ought  to  know 

The  wife  old  Lady  meant  that  you  fhould  ufe  'em  ; 

And  yet,  what  thoufands,  to  our  vafl:  furprife. 

Of  Pidures  judge  by  other  people's  Eyes! 

When  Nature  made  a  prefent   of  a  Nofe 
To  each  man's  face,  we  juftly  may  fuppofe 
She  meant,  that  for  itfelf  the  Nofe  fliould  think, 
KrA  judge  in  matters  of  Perfume  and  Stink  j 
Not  meant  it  for  a  mule  alone,  poor  hack  ! 
To  bear  Horn  Spedacles  upon  its  back — 
**  Suppofe  it  cannot  fmellj  what  then  ?"   you'll  fay. 
Fling  it  away. 


C  D  E 
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ODE       XII. 

•  — 

Thi  Lyric  Bard  groweth  'witty  on  Mr.  Peters'j-  Angel  and  Child— 
and  Madam  Ar^GJiLic A  Kauff MAN. 

■j^EAR  Peters!  who,  like  Luke  the  Saint, 
A  man  of  Gofpel  art,  and  Paint, 
Thy  pencil  flames  not  with  poetic  fury  : 

If  Heav'n's  fair  Angels  are  like  thine, 

Our  Bucks,  I  think,  O  grave  Divine, 
May  meet  in  t'other  world  the  Nymphs  of  Drury. 

The  Infant  Soul  I  do  not  much  admire: 

It  boafteth  fomewhat  more  of  flefli  than  fire — 
The  pidlure,  Petersy  cannot  much  adorn  ye — 

I'm  glad  though,  that  the  red-fac'd  little  Sinner, 

Poor  foul !  hath  made  a  hearty  dinner, 
Before  it  ventur'd  on  fo  long  a  journey. 

Angelica  my  plaudit  gains  — 

Her  art  fo  fwectly  canvafs  flains! —  ,  > 

Fler  Dames,  io  Grecian !  give  me  fuch  delight ! 

But,  were  fhe  married  to  fuch  gentle  males 

As  figure  in  her  painted  tales — 
I  fear  fhe'd  find  a  flupid  wedding-night. 

ODE 
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ODE       Xill. 

Peter  lajlietb  the  Ladies. — He  turneth  ctory-telkr. — Peter  gtievetb. 


N 


Lthough  the  Ladies  with  fuch  Beauty  blaze, 
They  very  frequently  my  pailion  raife — 
Their  charms  compenfate,  fcarce,  their  want  of  Tajle—" 
Palling  amidft  the  Exhibition  crowd, 
I  heard  fome  D^^m^th  faJJoiofiably  loud, 
And  thus  I  give  the  Dialogue  that  pafs'd. 

*'   Oh  1   the  dear  Man  !   (cried  one)  look  !  here's  a  bonnet} 
*'  He  fhall  paint  me — I  am  determin'd  on  it— 

''  Lord  !  Coufin,  fee  J  how  beautiful  the  Gown  ! 
**  What  charming  Colours!  here's  fine  Lace,  here's  Gauze! 

"  What  pretty  Sprigs   the  fellow   draws! 
**  Lord,  Coufin !  he's  the  cleverefl:  Man  in  town  !" 


"  Ay,  Coufin,"  cried  a  fecond,   "  very  true — 
"  And  here,  here's  charming  green,  and  red  and  blue— - 
*'  There's  a  complexion  beats  the  Rouge  of  Warren  ! 


See 
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*'  See  thofe  red  Lips,  oli  la  !  they  are  To  nice ! 
**  What  rofy  Cheeks  then,  Coufin,  to  entice  I — 
**  Compar'd  to  this,  all  other  heads  are  carrion. — 

*'  Coufin,  this  Limner  quickly  will  be  fecn 

**  Painting  the  Princess  Royal,  and  the  Queen  : 

**  Pray,  don't  you  think  as  I  do,  Coz? 

"  But  we'll  be  painted  ^r/?,  that's />(?^." 

Such  was  the  very  pretty  Converfation 

That  pafs'd  between  t]\Q  pretty  MilTcs, 
Whilft  unobferv'd,  the  glory  of  our  Nation, 

Clofe  by  them  hung  Sir  Joshua's  matchlefs  pieces- 
Works!   that  a  Titian's  hand  could  form  alone — 
Works!  that  a  Reubens  had  been  proud  to  own. 

Permit  me.  Ladies,  now  to  lay  before  ye 
What  lately  happen' d^^ — therefore  a  true  Story. 


A 
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S    T    O    R    Y. 


I 


WALKING  one  afternoon  along  the  Strand, 
My  wond'ring  eyes  did  fuddenly  expand 

Upon  a  pretty  leafli  of  Country  Lafles. — 
"  Heav'ns !  My  dear  beauteous  Angels,  how  d'ye  do  ? 

"  Upon  my  foul  I'm  monftrous  glad  to  fee  ye." 
**  Swinge!  Peter,  we  are  glad  to  meet  withjj/oz/ ; 

"  We're  juft  to  London  come — well,  pray  how  be  ye? 

<*  We're  juft  a  going,  while  'tis  light, 

**  To  fee  St.  Paul's  before  'tis  dark. — 
'*  Lord!  come,  for  once,  be  fo  polite, 

"  And  condefcend  to  be  our  fpark." 

<*  With  all  my  heart,  my  Angels." — On  we  walk'd, 
And  much  of  London — much  of  Cornwall  talk'd  : 

Now  did  I  hug  myfelf  to  think 
How  much  that  glorious  ftrudure  would  furprife — 
How  from  its  awful  grandeur  they  would  flirink 
With  open  mouths,  and  marv'ling  eyesl 


As  near  to  Ludgate-Hill  we  drew, 
St.  Paul's  juft  opening  on  our  view  ', 


Behold, 
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Behold,  my  lovely  ftrangers,  one  and  all. 

Gave,  all  at  once,  a  diabolic  fquawl, 

As  if  they  had  been  tumbled  on  the  ftones, 

And  fome  confounded  cart  had  cruili'd  their  bones* 

After  well  fright'ning  people  with  their  cries. 
And  flicking  to  a  Ribbon-Shop  their  eyes — 
They  all  rufli'd  in,  with  founds  enough  to  ftun— - 
And  clattering  all  together,  thus  begun. — 

'*  Swinge !  here  are  Colours  then,  to  pleafe ! 

"  Delightful  things,  I  vow  to  Heav'n! 
"  Why  !  not  to  fee  fuch  things  as  thefe, 

"  We  never  fhould  have  been  forgiv'n.— 

"   Here,  here,  are  clever  things — good  Lord ! 

*'  And,  Sifler,  here,  upon  my  word — 
*'  Here,  here ! — look  !  here  are  beauties  to  delight ; 

*'  Why  !  how  a  body's  heels  might  dance 

"   Along  from  Launcefton  to  Penzance, 
"  Before  that  one  might  meet  with  fuch  a  fight  !" 

**  Come,  Ladies,  'twill  be  dark,"  cried  I — "  I  fear: 
*'  Pray  let  us  view  St,  Paul's,  it  is  fo  near." — 
"  Lord!  Peter,  (cried  the  girls)  don't  mind  St.  Paul! — 
'*  Sure  !  you're  a  moft  incurious  foul — 

"  Why 
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<c  Why — we  can  fee  the  Church  another  day, 
"  Don't  be  afraid — St.  Paul's  can't  rim  aivay»^\ 

Reader,  '  ^ 

If  e'er  thy  bofom  felt  a  Thought  fublime, 
Drop  tears  of  pity  with  the  Man  of  Rhime  .! 

ODE       XIV. 

Peter  difclahneth Flattery — Defer ibeth  Z-^^"  Grand  Monarque — and 

promifeth  critical  Candour. 

'THIS  very  true,  that  Flattery's  not  vsvj  fort — 

I  cannot  to  Stupidity  pay  court — 
And  fwear  a  face  looks  fenfe,   (the  pi6lure  puffing) 
That  boafts  no  more  exprejft07i  than  a  muffin. 

And  yet,  a  Frenchman  can  do  this, 

And  think  he  doth  not  adt  amifs ; 
Although  he  tells  a  moft  confounded  lie — 

King  Lewis  leads  me  into  this  remark, 

Call'd  by  his  People  all,  le  Grand  Monarque- — 
A  Demi-God  in  every  Frenchman's  eye. 

His  Portrait  by  fome  famous  hand  was  done, 
And  then  exhibited  at  the  Salo?! — 
At  once  a  courtly  Critic  criticifes — 

<«  Where 
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<*  Where  is  the  brilliant  eye,  the  charming  grace, 
"  The  fenfe  profound  that  marks  the  Royal  Face— -•' 
**  The  Soul  of  Lewis,  that  fo  very  nsoife  is  f'' 

Yet  when  he  bawl'd  for  Senfe,  he  bawl'd,  I  wot. 
For  furniture  the  head  had  never  ^ot, 

o 

Reader,  believe  me  that  this  Ge?ttlema?i 
Was  form'd  on  Nature's  very  homely  plan. — 

Clumfy  in  legs  and  flioulders,  head  and  gullet, 
His  mouth  abroad  in  feeming  wonder  loft, 
As  if  its  meaning  had  given   up   the  ghoft  : 

His  eye.  far  duller  than  a  leaden  bullet ; 
Nature  fo  flighting  the  poor  Royal  Nob, 
As  it  fhe  bargain'd  for  it,  by  the  job. 

Therefore,  fhould  mighty  G  . . . , ,,  or  great  Lord  Nortk,' 

Both  Gentlefolks  oi\\\^  condition, 
Think  it  worth  while  to  fend  their  Faces  forth, 

To  ftare  amidfl  the  Royal  Exhibition — 

If  Likeneffes,  I'll  not  condemn  the  Pidures, 

To  compliment  thofe  mighty  People's  polls. — 

I  fcorn  to  pafs  unfair,  and  cruel  ftridures. 
By  afking  for  the  Graces^  or  theii  Souls, 

X  ODE 


.Peter  prai/}t/j  Mr.  Stubbs,   a?id  (idminijlereth  ii>holefome  Advice— 
Surprifah  Mr.  Hone,  with  a  CmpUment^CdncImieth^  W{^M^f^M 

the  Ingratitude  cft/jcKoYAL  hcA-ozyiiQ\s^^^.  ■       .,,.-..     r^  ^.^.v^ 


w 


TLL-pleasMrthy  Horfes,  JStu^hy  I  view,^^^^  ^^^ 
And  eke" thy  Dogs,   to  nature  true: 

:iLet  modern  aitifts  match  th^e  if  they  can —      ,     •   ->-       t^ 

-^  --^.I  ni  -^ifnoiO 


<V_J      11^..  •<.«. 


And  now  for  Mr.  TThthlm  'ffone--- 


Such  animals  thy  genms  fuit— .  ,  ,     . 

Then  fiick,   I  beg  thee,   to  the,  3rufe,        ^, 

And  meddle  not  with  Woman,  nor  with' Man.' "1. 

In  portrait  thou'rt  as  much  ^/o?/^, ' 
As  in  his  Landfcape  ftands  th'  unrivai'd  Claude—' 

-Of  pidtures  I  have  feen  enough, 

Mofl  vile,  moft  execrable  ftufF!  ">  rfjc  L 

But  none  fo-bad  as  thine,  Ivow  to  God- 


Thus  in  the  caufe  of  Painting  loyal 
SubHme  I've  fung  to  Artifts  Royal — 

With  Labour-pains  the  Mufe  hath  fore  been  torn ! 
And  yet  each  Academic  Face, 
I  fear  me,  hath  not  got  the  grace 

To  fmile  upon  the  Bantlinp;  now  'tis  born. 
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LYRIC     ODES. 


ODE         I. 


s 


ONS  oftheBrufli,  I'm  here  again ! 
At  times  a  Pindar,  and  Fontaine, 
Cafting  poetic  pearl  ( I  fear  )   to  fwine  ! 
For  hang  me,    if  my  laft  year's  Odes 
Paid  rent  for  *lodgings  near  the   gods, 
Or  put  one  fprat  into  this  mouth  divine. 

For  odes,  my  coufin  had  rump  fteaks  to  eat ! 

So  iays  Paufanias  —  loads  of  dainty  meat ! 
And  this  the  towns  of  Greece,  to  give,   thought  fit  j 

The  beft  hiftorians  one  and  all  declare. 

With  the  moft  folemn  air. 
The  poet  might  have  guttled  tilhhe  fplit. 

♦  The  attic  ftory,  or,  according  to  the  vulgar  phrafe,  Garret. 


How 
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How  different  far  alas !  my  worfliip's  fate! 

To  foothe  the  horrors  of  an  empty  plate, 
The  grave  *poffeirors  of  the  critic  throne, 

Gave  me  in  truth,   a  pretty  treat  — 

Of  flattery,    mind  me,  not   of  meat. 
For  they,  poor  fouls,  like  me,  are  fkin  and  bone. 

No,  no  !   u'ith  all  my  lyric  pow'rs, 
I'm  not  like    Mrs.  Cosway's   fHourSy 
Red  as  cock  turkics,  plump  as  barn-door  chicken ; 
Merit  and  I  are  miferably  off  — 
We  both  have  got  a  moft  confumptive  cough  ; 
Hunger  hath  long  our  harmlefs  bones  been  picking. 

Merit  and  I,    fo  innocent,   fo  good. 
Are  like  the  little  children  in  the  wood  — 
And  foon,  like  them,  fliall  lay  us  down  and  die  ! 
May  fome  good  Chriftian  bard  in  pity  ftrong, 
Turn  redbrtaft  kind,   and  with  the  fweeteft  fong 
Bewail  our  haplefs  fate  with  watry  eye. 

Poor  Chatterton  was  ftarv'd  with  all  his  art ! 
Some  confolation  this,  to  my  lean  heart  —  - 

*  See  the  Reviews  for  laft  year. 

t  A  fublime  pidlure  this!  the  expreflion  is  truly  Homerical. — The  fair  artift 
hath  in  the  moft  furprizing  manner  communicated  to  canvafs  the  old  Bard's  idea 
of  the  Brandy-fac'd  Hours.  —  See  th?  Iliad. 

Like 
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like  him,  in  holes  too,    fpider  like  I  mope: 

And  there  myirevVencc  may  remain  alas ! 

The  world  will  not  difcover  it,    the  afs  \ 
Until  I  fcrape  acquaintance  with  a  rope. 

Then  up  your  Walpoles,    Bryants  mount  like  bees. 

Then  each  my  pow'rs  with  adoration  fees  — 
Nothing  their  kind  civilities  can  hinder  — 

When,  like  an  Otho,  I  am  found  ; 

Like  Jacob's  fons,   they'll  look  one  t'other  round, 
And  cry   *'  Who  wciuld  have  thought  this  a  young  Pindar  ?" 

Hangmg  s  a  diimal  road  to  larne  — 

Piftols  and  poifon.juft  the  fame  — 
And  what  is  worle^'dne  can^t.corne  back  again  -r- 

Seoft-as  the  li)eauteous  gem  we  find. 

We  can't  difpiay,  it  to  mankind, 
Tho'  won  with  fuch  wry  mouths, 'and  wrigling  pain. 

Ye  Lords  and  Dukes  fo  clever,   fay,.    ' 

(For  you  have  much  to  give  away. 
And  much  your  gentle  patronage  I  lack) 

Speak,   is  it  not  a\ crying'  fin. 

That  Folly  s  guts  are  to  his  chin,        ' 
Whilft  mme  are  llunk  a  mile  mto  my  back  r  ^     ^ 

-.    .  B  Oft 
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Oft  as  his  facred  Majefty  I  fee, 

Ah  !  George  ( I  figh  )  Thou  haft  good  things  with  thee, 
Would  make  me  fportive  as  a  youthful  cat.:"  f !: 

It  is  n6t  that  my  foul  fo  loyal 

Would  widi  to  wed  the  Princefs  Royal,  * 

Or  be  Archbifhop  —  no  I  I'm  not  for  that. 


Nor  really  have  I  got  the  grace, 
To  wifh  for  Laureate  Whitehead's  place  ; 
Whofe  odes  Cibberian  —  fweet  yet  very  manly. 
Are  fet  with  equal  ftrength  by  Mr.  Stanley. 


I 


Would  not  one  fwear,  that  Heav'n  lovd  fools,.  ..^ 

There's  fuch  a  number  of  them  made  ?  J 

Bum-proof  to  all  the  flogging  of  the  fchools. 
No  ray  of  knowledge  could  their  fkulls  pervade-'j*'  •j*- 

Yet  take  a  peep  into  thofe  fellows  breeches, 

We  ftare  like  congers,  to  obferve  the  riches. 

O  Genius  I  what  a  wretch  art  thou. 

That  canft  not  keep  a  mare  nor  cow. 
With  all  thy  compliment  of  wits  fo  frifky ! 

Whilft  Folly,  as  a  mill-horfe  blind, 

Befide  his  compter,  gold  can  find, 
And  Sundays  fport  a  Jirumpet  and  a  whijky, 

ODE 
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ODE         II. 

TVT  O  W  for  my  criricifm  on  paints, 

Where  bull-dogs,  heroes,  finners,  faints. 
Flames,  thunder,  lightning,  in  confufion  meet !  -— 

Behold  the  works  of  Mr.  West  ! 

That  artift  firft  fliall  be  addreft  — • 
His  pencil  with  due  reverence  I  greet  — 

Still  bleeding  from  his  laft  year's  wound. 
Which  from  my  doughty  lance  he  found ; 
Methinks  I  hear  the  trembling  painter  bawl, 
"  Why  doft  thou  perfecute  me,  Saulf  " 

Wejl^  let  me  whifper  in  thy  ear  — 

Snug  as  a  thief  within  a  mill. 
From  me  thou  haft  no  caufe  to  fear ; 
I'll  turn  to  panegyric  all  my  fkill : 
And  if  thy  piBure  I  am  forc'd  to  blame, 
I'll  fay  moft  handfome  things  about  the  frame. 

Don't  be  caft  down  —  inftead  of  gall, 
Molaffes  from  my  pen  fhall  fall; 
And  yet  I  fear  thy  gullet  it  is  fuchj 


That 
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That  could  I  pour   all  Niagara  di)wn, 
"Were  Niagara  praile,  thou  wouldft  not  frown, 
Nor  think  the  thund'ring  gulph  one  drop  too  much. 

Yc  gods  I   the  portrait  of  the  King  ! 

A  very  Sa^racen  /  a  glorious  thing  ! 
It  fliows  a  fiamifig  penql^  let  me  tell  ye  — 

Methinks  J  lee  the  people  ftare, 

And,  anxious  for  his  lit.e,.  declare, 
"  King  George  hath  got  a  firc-fhip  in  his  belly." 

Thy  Charles! -r,7  what  muft  I  fiy  to  thal^.^J; 

Each  face  un,a"ieaning,   ancl  fo.flat  1 
Indeed  firft  coufiii.to  a.pii^ce  of  board  --- 

But,   Mufc,   we've  promis'd  in  o\\x  lays, 

To  give  the  painter  nought  but  praife, 
So,  Madam,   'tis  but  fair  to  keep  our  word.  , 

Well  then,   the  Charles  of  Mr.  IVeJl, 

And  Oliver,    T  do-protef^i.  :hv    ....  .  o1  nir.J  III 
And  eke  the  witnefles.of  refurredion  :"-.  t  .\  ,p' •  .,4,->-.  k./ 

Will  f^op  a  hole,   keep  out  the  wind. 

And   make  a  properer   window  blind. 
Than  great  *Corr^o;s^^  u/jc^^^fotJi^rfe  .proteaipp.j  ,,,a 

*  Corregio's  bcft  pidures  were' daii'^Kr  mi'di'iuf^'.'df  if.'\he' 'ro^af 'ftab-iei'in  the 
north,  to  keep  the  wind  from  the  tails  of  the  horfep.m     Vfij    IfiOl    I    J-j/    {^al 

'^'^  They'll 


[     9     ] 

They'll  make  good  floor-cloths,  taylor's  mcafures, 

For  table  coverings,  be  treafures, 
With  butchers,  form  for  flies,  mofl:  charming  flappers  : 

And  Monday  mornings  at  the  tub, 

When  Queens  of  fuds  their  linen  fcrub. 
Make  for  the  blue-nos'd  nymphs  delightful  wrappers 

TVefl^   I   forgot  lafl:  year   to   fay, 
Thy  angels   did   my   delicacy   hurt ; 

Their  linen  fo  much  coarfenefs  did  difplay, 
What's  worfe,  each  had  not  above  half  a  fhirt. 
I  tell  thee,   cambrick  i  fine  as  webs  of  fpiders. 
Ought  to  have.deck'd  that  brace  of  heav'nly  Riders 

Could  not  their  faddle  bags,   pray,  jump 
To  fomewhafc  longer  for  each  rump? 
I'd  buy  much  better  at  a  Wapping  fhop, 
By  vulgar  tongues  baptiz'd  a  flop  ! 
Do  mind,  my.fi|iend,  .tffy  hits  another  time, 
And  thou  fhalt  cut  a,figure;  in,mj;fhinjg    ,/ 

^i\\\l  y-'^.A.  :   li.i.  I  j'  fiiii-  ' 
Sublimely  towring  midfl  th*  Atlantic  roar, 

I'll  waft  thy  pr^ifes  to  thy  *native  fhore  ; 

Wh6fe  LiSeriys  hTa.ye  Ions  their  Pceans  fing,  .^ 

And  ev'ry  fcoundrelconvidi;  is.a  ^/Wp*.  .„ 

♦America. 

C  ODE 

orj   I 


[     ^0 


ODE       iir. 

"VT'OW,  Gainsborough,  let  me  view  thy  fliining  labours, 
**■         Who,  mounted  on  thy  painting  throne, 

On  other  brufhmen  look'ft  contemptuous  down, 
Like  our  great  admirals  on  a  gang  of  fwabbers. 

My  eyes,  broad  flaring  wonder  leads 

To  yon  dear  neft  of  royal  heads  I 
Now  each  the  foul  of  my   attention  pullsj 

Suppofe,  my  friend,  thou'^Sft  the  frame 

A  pretty  little  Bible  name, 
And  call'-ft4t  Golgotha,  tU  Place  of  SMI:  f 

Say,  didft  thou  really  paint  'em  (to  be  free)  ? 

An  angel  jfinifli'd  Luke's  tranfcendent  line  — 
Perchaunce  that  civil  angel  was  with  thee  — 

For  let  me  perifh  if  I  think  them  thine. 

Thy  dogs  are  good  I  —  but  yet  to  make  th^e  ftare. 
The  piece  hath  gain'd  a  number  of  deriders — > 

They  tell  thee  Genius  in  it  had  no  ihare, 
But  that  thou  foully  ftol'ft  the  curs  from  Snjders, 

I  do 


I  do  not  blame  thy  borrowing  a  hint,' 
For,  to  be  plain,  there's  nothing  in't  — 

The  man  who  fcorns  to  do  it  is  a  log : 
An  eye,  an  ear,  a  tail,  a  nofe, 
Were  modefty,  one  might  iuppofe, 

But  z — ds  I  thou  muft  not  fmuggle  the  whole  dog, 

O  Gainsborough,  Nature  plaineth  fore, 
That  thou  haft  kick'd  her  out  ot  door, 
Who  in  her  bounteous  gifts  hath  been  fo  free. 
To  cull  fuch  genius  out  for  thee  — 
Lo  !  all  thy  efforts  without  her  are  vain  f 
Go  find  her,  kifs  her,  and  be  friends  again. 

Speak,  Mufe,  who  forrii'd  that  matchlefs  head  ? 
The  Cornifh  boy,*  in  tin  mines  bred ; 
Whofe  native  genius,  like  his  diamonds,  (hone 
In  fecret,  till  chance  gave  him  to  the  fun. 
'Tis  Jackson's  portrait— -put  the  laurel  on  it^ 
Whilft  to  that  tuneful  fwan  I  pour  a  fonnet. 

•  o  P I E. 


^ 


SONNET, 


Cl^2    ] 

SONNE     T, 

To    JACKSON,     of   Exeter. 

T?  Nchanting  harmonift  !  the  art  is  thine 

Unmatch'd,   to  pdur'the  foul-diffolving  air, 
That  fecms  pot)r 'weeping  Virtue's  hymn  divine, 
Soothing  the  woiirided  bofom  of  Delpair  ! 


'  niir:    -Vu  -ijJ  l^/o-f-Jiv; 


O   fay,  what  miijiftrel  of ;  the  fky  hath  giv'iir  ,    .^     ,^ 
To  fwell  the  dirge,   fo  mu{i:ally  lorn  ? 

Declare,  h^th  cjove-ey'd,  JRity  left  her  heav'n,     , 
And  lent  thy  happjr  t^ari4j-l|er  Jyi^-  to.  irnoi^T^  ?,j  .^ix     , 

cfrofii   ,>J)riornr;i?>  aid  Svlil  (,?.rjrfn:D  o.-f-jna  tjIodW 
So  fad  thy  fongs  of  hopelefs  hearts  complain,   -\  ^jj 

Love  from;  his  Cyprian  ifle  prepajn?,^  t;Q  fly^.<^;i3^|  ^iX' 

He  haftes  to  liftcn  to  thy  tendieiffilrain,  ?j;'[;  oj  fHirlV/ 

And  learn  from  thee  to  breathe  a  fweeter  figh. 

.H  1 1  o  • 


cT'IMKOB  ODE 


[     '3     ] 
ODE         V. 

"D  E  A  D  E  R,  doft  know  the  mode  of  catching  gulls  ? 

If  not,   I  will  inform  thee  — -  Take  a  board, 
And  place  a  fifh  upon  it  for  the  fools  — 
A  fprat,  or  any  fifli  by  gulls  ador'd  : 

Thofe  birds  who  love  a  lofty  flight, 
And  fometimes  bid  the  fun  good  night; 

Spying  the  glittering  bait  that  floats  below ; 
Saf7s  ceremonie^  down  they  rufh, 
(For  gulls  have  got  no  manners)  on  they  pufli, 

And  what's  the  pretty  confequence,   I  trow  ? 

They  ftrike  their  gentle  jobbernowls  of  lead 
Plump  on  the  board  —  then  lie  like  boobies  dead. 

Reader,   thou  need'fl:  not  beat  thy  brains  about. 

To  make  fo  plain  an  application  out  — 

There's  many  a  painting  puppy,   take  my  word. 

Who  knocks  his  Ally  head  againft  a  board, 

That  might  have  help'd  the  flate  —  made  a  good  Jailer, 

A  Nightman,  or  a  tolerable  Taylor. 


ODE 
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ODE         VI. 

"  17 1 N  D  me  in  Sodom  out,"  (exclaim'd  the  Lord) 

*'  Ten  Gentlemen,  the  place  fha'nt  be  untoxund—- 
That  is,  I  will  not  burn  it  ev'ry  board  ;  " 

The  dev'I  a  Gentleman  was  to  be  found ! 
But  this  was  rather  hard,  fince  Heav'n  well  knew, 
That  ev'ry  Fellow  in  it  was  a  ^ew. 

This  houfe  is  nearly  in  the  fame  condition  — 

Scarce  are  good  thmgs  amid  thofe  wide  abodes  — 

Find  me  ten  pidures  in  this  Exhibition, 

That  ought  not  to  be  d — n'd,  I'll  burn  my  Odes  I 

And  then  the  world  will  be  in  fits  and  vapours, 

Jufl  as  it  was  for  poor  Lord  Mansjield\  *  papers. 

St.  Dennis,  when  his  jowl  was  taken  ofF, 

Hugg'd  it,  and  kifs'd  it — carried  it  a  mile  — 

This  was  a  pleafant  miracle  enough, 
That  maketh  many  an  unbeliever  fmile. 

*  To  the  irreparable  lofs  of  the  public,  and  that  great  Law  Expounder,  burnt ! 
burnt  in  Lord  George  Gordon's  religious  conflagration.^-The  newfpapers  howl'd 
for  months  over  their  afhes.  — —  Ohejamfatis  eft, 

'Sblood  1 


C     M     ] 

*Sblood  I  'tis  a  He  I  you  roar  —  pray  do  not  fwear, 
You  may  believe  the  wondrous  tale  indeed  ! 

Speak,   haven't  you  faid  that  many  a  pidure  here 
Was  really  done  by  folks  without  a  headf 

And  haven't  you  fworn  this  inftant  with  furprize, 

That  he  who  did  that  things  had  neither  hands  nor  eyes  ? 

How  is  it  that  fuch  miferable  ftuff 

The  walls  of  this  ftupendous  building  ftains ! 

The  Council's  ears  with  pleafure  I  could  cuff; 

Mind  me  —  I  don't  fay  "  batter  out  their  brains ^ 

"What  will  Duke  Chartres  fay  when  he  goes  home, 

And  tells  King  Lewis  all  about  the  Room  ? 

Why  viewing  fuch  a  fet  of  red-hot  Heads, 

Our  Exhibition  he  will  liken  Hell  to  ; 
Then  to  the  Monarchy  who  both  writes  and  reads. 

Give  hand-bills  of  the  Wondrous  Katterjelto  \ 
Swearing  th' Academy  was  all  ib  flat. 
He'd  rather  fee  the  Wizard  and  his  cat. 


ODE 
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iC 


A 


ODE         VII. 

Defultory  way  of  writing, 
A  hop,  and  flep,  and  jump  mode  of  inditing, 
My  great  and  wife  relation,   Pindar,  boafted  : 
Or,   ( for  I  love  the  bard  to  jflatter ) 
By  jerks,  Hke  boar-pigs  making  water, 
Whatever  firft  came  in  his  fconce. 
Bounce  out  it  flew,  Hke  bottled  ale,  at  once, 
A  cock,  a  bull,  a  whale,  a  foldier  roafted. 

What  fharks  we  mortals  are  for  praife  ! 

How,   poacher-like,   we  hunt  the  game  I 
No  mattei-  for  it,  how  we  play  the  fool  — 

And  yet  'tis  pleafing  our  own  laud  to  hear, 

And  really  very  natural  to  prefer 
One  Grain  of  Praife,  to  Pounds  of  Ridicule. 

I've  loft  all  patience  with  the  trade  — 

I  mean  the  Painters  —  who  can't  ftay 

To  fee  their   works  by  criticifm  difplay'd, 
And  hear  what  oibers  have  to  fay  ; 

But  calling  Fame  a  vile  old  lazy  flrumpet, 

Sound  their  own  praife  from  their  own  *  penny  trumpet. 

*  At  the  beginning  of  the  Exhibition,  the  public  Papers  fwarmed  with  thofe 
felf-adulators. 

Amidft 
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Amidft  the  hurly  burly  of  my  brain, 

Where  the  mad  Lyric  Mufe  with  pain 

Hammering  hard  verfe,  her  Ikill  employs, 

And  beats  a  tinman's  (hop  in  noife ; 

Catching  wild  tropes,  and  fimiles, 

That  hop  about  like  fwarms  of  fleas, 

We've  loft  Sir  Joshua  —  Ah  1  that  charming  Elf, 

I'm  griev'd  to  fay,   hath  this  year  loft  himfelf. 

Oh  !  Richard^  thy  ^St,  George  fo  brave, 

Wifdom  and  Prudence  could  not  lave 
From  being  foully  murder'd,  my  good  friend  ; 

Some  weep  to  fee  the  woeful  figure, 

Whilft  others  laugh,   and  many  fnigger, 
As  if  their  mirth  would  never  have  an  end. 

Prithee  accept  th'  advice  I  give  with  forrovv  — 
Of  poor  St.  George  the  ulelefs  armour  borrow. 

To  guard  thy  own  poor  corpfe  —  don't  be  a  mule  — 
Take  it  —  ev'n  now  thou'rt  like  a  hedgehog  quill'd, 
{Richard^   I  hope  in  God  thou  art  not  kiird^) 

By  the  dire  fliafts  of  merc'lefs  ridicule. 


•  See  Mr.  Cofway's   pifture  of  Prudence,   Wifdom,  and    Valour  arming  St» 
George. 

E  Pity 


.[  ■«  ] 

Pity  it  it !  'tis  true  'tis  pity  ! 
As  Shakefpear  lamentably  fays, 

That  thou  in  this  obferving  city 
Thus  run'ft  a  wh-r-ng  after  praife : 

W]X\\/lro7Jg  defires,  I  really  think  thee  fraught ; 
But,  Dick^  the  nymph  fo  coy,  will  not  be  caught. 

Yet  for  thy  confolation,   mind  ! 

In  this  thy  wounded  pride  may  refuge  find  — 
Think  of  the  Sage,  who  wanted  a  fine  ptecej 

Who  went  in  vam  five  hundred  miles  at  leaft, 

On  Thais,  a  fweet  Jil/e  de  joie^  to  feaft  ? 
The  Mrs.  Robinjon  of  Greece. 

Prithee  give  up,  and  fave  the  paints  and  oil  j 
And  don't  whole  acres  of  good  canvafs  fpoil. 

Thou'lt  fay,   "  Why  hundreds  do  the  fame  as  me'' 
Why  fo  have  fellows  robb'd  -~  nay,  further. 
Hundreds  of  villains  have  committed  murther  ; 

But,,  Richard^  are  thefe  Precedents  for  thee  f 


ODE 
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ODE       viir. 

TVT  A  T  U  R  E  's  a  coarfe  vile  daubing  jade  — 

I've  faid  it  often,  and  repeat  it  — 
She  doth  not  underftand  her  trade  — 
Artifts,  ne'er  mind  her  work,  I  hope  you'll  beat  it. 

Look  now  for  heaven's  fake  at  her  fkies ! 
What  are  they  —  Imoke,  for  certainty  I  know  j 

From  chimney  tops,  behold  I  they  rife, 
Made  by  fome  fvveating  cooks  below. 

Look  at  her  dirt  in  lanes,  from  whence  it  comes, 
From  hogs,  and  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  horfes  bums  - 

Then  tell  me.   Decency^   I  muft  requefl:, 
Who'd  copy  fuch  a  dev'lifh  nafty  beaj}  f 

Paint  by  the  yard  —  your  canvafs  fpread,. 
Broad  as  the  main  (ail  of  a  man  of  war  — 

Your  Whale  (hall  eat  up  ev'ry  other  Head, 
Ev'n  as  the  Sun  licks  up  each  fneaking  Star  ! 


I  do 


[       20       ] 

I  do  aflure  yon,  bulk  is  no  bad  trick  — 
By  bulky  th'mgs  both  men  and  maids  dsz  taken  — 

Mind  too  to  lay  the  paints  Hke  mortar  thick, 
And  make  your  pidure  look  as  red  as  Bacon. 

All  folks  love /;2?^;  believe  my  rhi me, 

Burke  fays,   'tis  part  of  the  Sublime. 

A  Dutchman,  I  forget  his  name,  F'an  Grout, 
Van  SlabberchopSy  Van  Stink,  Van  Swab, 

No  matter,  tho'  I  cannot  make  it  out  — 
At  calling  Names  I  never  was  a  dab : 

This  Dutchman  then,  a  man  of  tafte. 
Holding  a  cheefe  that  vs^eigh'd  a  hundred  pound. 

Thus,  like  a  Burgomafter,  fpoke  with  judgment  'vajf, 
"  No  poet  like  my  broder  ftep  de  ground. 

"  He  be  de  befteft  poet,  look ! 
"  Dat  all  de  vorld  muft  pleafe ; 

"  Vor  he  heb  vrite  von  book, 
"  So  big  as  all  dis  cheefe  T''  •'" 


If 


[  .■  ] 

Af  at  a  di fiance  you  vould  paint  a  Pig, 
Make  out  each  fingl^  briftle  on  his  ba^k  : 

Or  if  your  meaner  I'ubjeca  be  a  Wig, 
Let  not  the  caxo"  a  Diftindlnefs  lack  j 

Elfe  all  the  -^ady  Critics  will  fo  flare, 

And  angr/  vow,   "  'tis  not  a  bit  like  hair  !  " 

Be  Smooth  as  fmootheft  glafs  —  ay,  finifli  high  ! 
TJien  every  tongue   commends  — 

For  people  judge  not  only  by  the  eye. 
But  feel  your  Merit  by  their  finger  ends. 

Claudes  diftances  are  too  confus'd  — 
One  floating  fcene  —  nothing  made  out  — 

For  which  he  ought  to  be  abus'd, 
Whofe  works  have  been  fo  cried  about. 

Give  me  the  pencil,  whofe  amazing  ftile 
Makes  a  bird's  beak  appear  at  twenty  mile ; 

And  to  my  view,  eyes,  legs,  and  claws  will  bring, 
With  ev'ry  feather  of  his  tail  and  wing. 

Make  all  your  trees  alike,   for  Nature's  wild  — 
Fond  of  variety,  a  wayward  child  -  — 


To 


'    [  ^=  ] 

To  blame  your  Taftc  fome  bockheads  may  prefumc, 
But  mind  that  ev'ry  one  be  likta  Broom.  ' 

Of  fteel  and  pureft  filver  form  yo^r  waters, 
And  make  your  clouds  like  Rocks  ct\d  Alligators. 

Whene'er  you  paint  the  Moon,  if  you  ar«  willing 
To  gain  applaufe  —  why  paint  her  like  a  bhilling. 
Or  Sol's  bright  orb  —  be  fare  to  make  him  glow 
Prccifely  like  a  Guinea,  or  a  Jo. 
In  fhort,  to  get  your  pictures  prais'd  and  fold, 
Convert,  like  Midas,  evry  thing  to  Go/d» 

I  fee  at  excellence  you'll  come  at  lafl:  — 
Your  Clouds  are  made  of  very  brilliant  fluff; 

The  blues  on  China  Mugs  are  now  (urpafs'd, 
Your  Sun-fets  yield  not  to  Brick-walls  nor  Buff. 

In  Stumps  of  Trees  your  art  fo  finely  thrives, 
They  really  look  like  Golden  hafted  Knives ! 

Go  on,  my  Lads  —  leave  Nature's  difmal  Hue, 
And  She  e're  long  will  come  and  Copy  You, 


ODE 
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ODE         IX. 

'T^  H  U  S  have  I  finifli'd  for  this  time, 

My  Odes,  a  little  wild  and  rambling  — 
May  people  bite  like  gudgeons  at  my  rhime, 
I  long  to  fee  them  fcrambling  —    ^ 
Then  very  foon  I'll  give  'em  more  (God  willing) 
But  this  is  full  fufficient  for  a  Shiiling. 
For  fuch  a  trifle,  Juch  a  heap  ! 
Indeed  I  fell  my  Goods  too  cheap. 

FmJJjd  !  a  difappointed  Artift  cries 

With  open  mouth,   and  {training  eyes ; 
Gaping  for  praife,  like  a  young  crow  for  meat  — 

"  Lord  !  why  you  have  not  mention'd  7ne  !  " 
Mention  Thee^ 
Thy  impudence  hath  put  me  in  2ifweat  — 

What  rage  for  Fame  attends  both  Great  and  Small  ! 

"  Better  be  d— n'd,  than  mention'd  not  at  a^l ! 
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Paint  and  the  Men  of  Canvafs  fire  my  Lays, 
Who  Ihow  their  Works  for  Profit  and  for  Praife  ; 
Whofe  Pockets  know   mod  comfortable  Fillings  — 
Gaining  tivo  Thmfand  Pounds  a  Year  by  Shillingi. 
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LYRIC     ODES. 


ODE      r. 

Y  Coufin    Pindar,  in   his  Odes, 
Applauded   horfejockeys  and  gods, 
Wreftlers  and   boxers   in  his  verfe  divine ! 
Then  fhall  not   I,   who   boaft  his  fire, 
And  old   hereditary   lyre. 
To  Britifh  painters  give  a  golden  line  ? 


Say,    (hall   yon  dome   ftupendous   rife, 
Striking   with   Attic   front   the  fkies  — 

The  nurfing  dame  of   many  a   painting  ape ;  ^ 
And  I  immortal  rhime  refufe. 
To  tell  the  nations   round   the   news, 

And  make  pofterity  with  wonder  Gape  ? 


* 


•  Painting  ape.  —  This  expreflion  is  by  no  means  meant  to  convey  the  idea  of 
infult. — There  is  great  propriety,  if  not  poetry,  in  it.— The  reader  will  pleafc  to 
recoliedt,  that  Painting  is  an  imitative  art  — Monkeys  are  prodigious  imitators  — 
witnefs  my  own  Odes.  —  Bcfides,  Pope  compliments  the  immortal  Newton  by  a 
fimilar   allufion. 


B 


Spirit 


(     4     ) 

Spirit  of  Coufin  Pindar,   ho  ! 

By   all  thy    Odes,    the   world  fhall  know, 
That  Chambers  plann'd  it — be  his   name  rever'd  ! -- 

Sir   Williain\  journeymen   and  tools, 

(No  pupils   of  the   Chinefe  fchools) 
With  ftones,  and  wood,   and  lime  the  fabric  rear'd  I 

Thus  having  put  the  Knight  in  rhime. 

Stones,  men,  and  timber,  tools,  and  lime  ; 
Now  let  us  fee  what  this  rare  dome  contains  — 

Where  rival  artifts  for  a  name. 

Bit  by  that  glorious  mad-dog  Fame, 
Have  fixt  the  labours  of  their  brufli  and  brains. 

0  Mufe  I  Sir  Jopuds  mafter  hand 
Shall  firft  our  lyric  laud  command  — 

Lo !  Tarleton  dragging  on  his  boot  fo  tight ! 

His  horfes  feel  a  godlike  rage. 

And  long  with  Yankies  to  engage  — 
I  think  I  hear  them  fnorting  for  the  fight  \ 

Behold  with  fire  each  eye- ball  glowing! 

1  vvifh  indeed  their  manes  fo  flowing 

Were  more  like  hair  —  the  brutes  had  been  as  good, 

If  flaming  with  fuch  claffic  force. 

They  had  refembled  lefs  that  horfe 
Call'd  Trojan  —  and  by  Greeks  compos'd  of  wood. 

Now 


(    5     ) 

Now  to  yon  angel  let  us  go  — 
A  fine  performance,  too,  I  trow, 

Who  rides  a  cloud  —  indeed  a  poorifh  hack  • 
Which  to  my  mind  doth  certes  bring 
That  eafy  bum-delighting  thing, 

My  Lords  the  Bifhops  ride  —  yclep'd  a  fack. 

Yet,  Reynolds^  let  me  fairly  fay, 
With  pride  I  pour  the  lyric  lay 

To  ev'ry  thing  by  thy  great  hand  expreft  — 
Compar'd,   alas  !  to  other  men. 
Thou  art  an  eagle  to  a  wren  — 

Now,  Mrs.  Mufe,  attend  on  Mr.  Weji. 


ODE         IL 

/^  West,   what  hath   thy  pencil   done  ? 
Why  painted   God   Almighty's  Son 
Like  an  old  clothes-man,   about   London  Street  \ 

Place   in  his  hand  a  rufty  bag, 

To  hold  each   fweet  colledled  rag. 
We  then  fliall  fee   the   charader  complete. 

Th'   Apoftles  too,   I'm  much  afraid, 
Were  not  the   fellows   thou  haft  made  — 
For  heav'n  fake,   TFeJi,  do  rub  them  out  again  — 

There's 


{     6     ) 

There's  not  a   mortal  who  believes 
They   look'd   Hke  old   Sahators   Thieves, 
Altho'    they  might  not  look   like  Gentlemen. 

St.   Paul   moft  candidly  declares, 

He  could  not  give  himfelf  high  airs 
Upon  his   perfon  —  which   was  rather   homely  — 

But  really   as  for   all  the   reft, 

Save  Judas,  who  was  a  rank  beaft. 
They   all    were  decent  labourers,   and   comely. 

Thy  fpirtts  too  can't   boaft   the  graces  — 
Two  Indian  angels    by   their  faces  — 

But  fpeak  —  where  are  their  wings  to  mount  the  wind  ? 
One  wou'd   fuppofe  M'  Bride  *    had    met  'em  — 
If  thou   haO:   fpare   ones,   quickly   get   'em. 

Or  elfe   the  lads  will  both   be  left   behind. 

Ghoft  of  Oaavius !    tell  the  bard, 

And  thou,  Auguftus,  us'd  fo  hard. 
Why    Wejl  hath   murder'd   you,   my   tender   lambs  ? 

You   bring  to  mind   vile  Richard's   deed, 

Who  bid  your  royal  coufins  bleed, 
For  which  the  world  the   tyrant's  mem'ry   damns. 

»  Capt.  M'  Bride,  famous  for  winging  men  of  war,  as  well   as  partridges. — 
See  his  letter  to  the   Admiralty. 

IVefl, 


(     7     ) 

Wefly   I  miift  own   thou  doft  inherit 

Some  portion  of  the  painting  fpirit  — 
But   truft   me  —  not  extraordinary   things  — 

Some   merit    thou  mufl:  furely   own, 

By   getting  up   fo   near   the   throne, 
And  gaining  whifpers   from  the  beft  of  Kings, 

ODE       III.v    ,:^- 

AND   now,   O   Mufe,   with   fong   fo  big. 

Turn  round  to    GainJh'rough\  girl  and   pig, 
Or  pig  and   girl   I   rather   fhould  have  faid : 
The   pig  in   whice,    I   muft   allow, 
Is  really   a    well   painted   fow : 
I  wifli  to   fay   the  fame  thing  of  the   maid. 

As   for  poor  St.   Leger  and  Prince, 
Had   I   their   places,    I   fliould   wince. 

Thus   to    be  gibbeted    for  weeks   on   high : 
Juft  like  your   felons   after  death. 
On  Bagfhot  or   on   Hounflow   Heath, 

That   force   from   travellers   the.  pitying   figh. 

Yet  Gainjboroiigh  has  his   merits   too, 
Wou'd   but   the  man   his    fort   purfue  — 
To  mind  his   landfcape   have  the  modeft   grace  — 

C  Yet 


(     8     ) 

Yet   there  is   nature   oft   defpis'd, 
Her    real    hues    but    rarely    priz'd, 
Whilft  gaudy   trumpery   fupplies   her    place. 


ODE         IV. 

np  H  Y    portraits,    Chamherlm,    may   be 
A  JiL&nelG^  far    as   I  can  fee  ; 

But  faith  !    I   cannot   praife   a  fingle    feature  : ' 
Yet   when   it  fo  fhall   pleafe    the   Lord, 
To  make  his  people  out  of  board, 

Thy  pidlures   will  be   tolerable   nature. 

And   Loutherbourgh,    when   Heav'n    fo   wills. 
To   make   brafs   fkies,   and  golden   hills. 

With   marble   bullocks  in  glafs  paftures   grazing , 
Thy   reputation   too  will  rife. 
And   people  gaping   with   furprize, 

Cry,  Monfieur   Lioutherbourgh   is    moft   amazing. 


But   thou   muft   wait   for   that   event  — 
Perhaps   the   change   is   never   meant  — 

Till   then,   with   me,   thy  pencil   will  not   fhine  — 
Till   then,   old    red-nos'd   TVilfon\   art 
Will   hold    its   empire   o'er    my   heart, 

By   Britain   left   in   poverty    to   pine. 


But 


(     9     ) 

But,  honcft  Wtlfon^  never  mind,  ' 

Immortal  praifes  thou  fhalt  find, 
And  for  a  dinner  have  no  caufe  to  fear —  ^ 

Thou  ftart'ft  at  my  prophetic  rhimes  — 

Don't  be  impatient  for  thofe  times ; 
Wait  till  thou  haft  been  dead  an  hundred  year. 

ODE         V. 

T?  T  E,  Co/way  !    I'm  afham'd  to  fay 
Thou  own'ft  the  title  of  R.  A.  — 
I  fear  to  damn  thee  'twas  the  devil's  fending  — 

Some  honeft  calling  quickly  find. 

And  bid  thy  wife  her  kitchen  mind, 
Or  fhirts  and  fliifts  be  making  or  be  mending. 

If  madam  cannot  make  a  fliirt, 

Or  mend,  or  from  ic  wafii  the  dirt. 
Better  than  paint  — -  the  poet  for  thee  feels  — 

Or  take  a  flitch   up  in  thy  flecking, 

(Which  for  a  wife  is  very  fhocking) 
I  pity   the  condition  of  thy  heels 

What  vanity  was  in  your  flculls. 
To  make  you  adl  fo  like  two  fools, 
T'expofe  your  daubs,  tho'  made  with  wondrous  pains  rut  ? 

Could 


(       10       ) 

Could  RaphaeT^  angry  ghofl  arife, 
And  on  the  figures  caft  his  eyes, 
He'd  catcli  a  piftol  up,  and  blow  your  brains  out. 

ODE      vr. 

QERRES  and  Zoffani  !  I  ween, 

1  better  works  than  yours  have  feen  — 

You'll  fay   no  compliment  can   well   be    colder  — • 
Why   as   you   fcarce  are   in   your  prime. 
And   wait  the  ftrengfhning   hand  of  time, 

I  hope  that  you'll  improve   as  you  grow  older. 

Barret,    I   think   that   thou   haft   tafte  — 

But  truft   me  —  not   that   genius   vaft, 
On   which  thou  oft  haft  flily  made    thy  brags  — 

Thy   landfcapes,   bonfires  feem   to   be, 

And  in  thy   buftling  clouds  I    fee 
Methinks    the   refurre<5lion   of  old   rags. 

O   Cattofj,   our  poor  feelings  fpare ! 

Supprefs   thy   trafli  another  year  j 
Nor  of  thy   folly   make  us  fay  a   hard  thing  — 

And   lo !    thofe  daubs   araongft   the   many, 

Painted   by   Mr.    Edward  Penny  / 
They  truly  are  not  worth  a  half  a  farthmg. 

ODE 


(  II  ) 


ODE         VIL 

T\  EAR  Peurs  !  who,   like  Luke  tlie  Saint, 
A  man   of  gofpel  art,   and    paint, 

Thy   pencil  flames  not  with   poetic  fury  : 
If  heav'n's   fair  angels  are  like  thine. 
Our   bucks,  I  think,   O  grave  Divine, 

May   meet  in  t'other  world  the  nymphs  of  Drury. 

The   infant  foul  I  don't  admire : 

It  boafteth    more   of  flefli   than  fire  — 

The  picture,   Petersy   never  will   adorn   ye  — - 
And  lo  !    the  red-fac'd   little  finner 
Seems   to  have   made  a   hearty  dinner, 

Before  it  ventur'd  on   fo  long  a  journey. 

Angelica    my    plaudit   gains  — 

Her  art    fo  fvveetly  canvafs   ftains !  — 
Her  dames  fo   Grecian !    give  me  fuch   delight  \ 

But  were  fhe   married   to  fuch   males, 

As  figure   in   her   painted   tales  — 
I   fear  fhe'd  find  a  ftupid   wedding  night. 


ODE 


(      12      ) 


O  ,  D     E         VIII. 

T  T  r  ELL-  pleas'd   tliy   horfes,  Stuhbs^   I   view, 
And  eke   thy    dogs  to  nature  true  : 

Let   modern   artifts  match  thee  if  they  can  — 
Such   animals   thy  genius  fuit  — 
Then  flick,   I  beg  thee,  to  the  brute, 

And   meddle   not  with  woman,   nor   with   man. 

And  now  for  Mr.  Nathan  Hone  — 

In  portrait  thou'rt  as   much  alom^ 
As  in  his  landfcape  ftands  th'  unrival'd  Claude  — 

Of  Pidures  I  have  feen  enough, 

Mofl:  vile,   moft  execrable  fluff  f 
But  none  fo   bad  as  thine,    I   vow   to  God. 

Thus  in  the  caufe  of  painting  loyal 
Sublime  I've  fung   to   artifts  royal  — 

With  labour  pains  the  Mufe   hath   fore   been    torn  I 
And  yet   each  academic    face, 
I   fear  me,   hath   not   got   the   grace, 

To  fmile   upon  the   bantling   now  'tis   born. 
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LYRIC     ODES. 


O     D     E        I. 

[The  divine  Peter  gives  an  accoimt  of  a  conference  he  held 
laji  year  with  Satire,  who  advifed  hijn  to  attack  fame  of 
the  R.  A.'sj  to  tear  Mr.  WeftV  works  to  pieces^  abufe 
Mr.  Gainfborough,  fall  foul  of  Mrs.  CofwayV  Sampfony 

and  give  a  gentle  froke  on  the  back  of  Mr.  Rigaud. 

The  Poet  s  gentle  Ajifwer  to  Satire — The  Ode  of  Re?non~ 

f  ranee  that  Peter  received  on  accoimt  of  his  LYRICS 

Satire  s  Reply — Peter  s  Refohition.'] 

N^O  T,  not  this  year  the  lyric  Peter  fings, — 
The  great  R.  A.'s  have  wifli'd  my  fong  to  ceafe; 
I  will  not  pluck  a  feather  from  your  wings, — 

So,  Sons  of  Canvas !  take  your  naps  in  pence. 

Such  was  my  lafl  year's  gracious  fpeech, 

Sweet  as  the  King's  to  Commons  and  to  Peers, 

Always  with  fenfe  and  tropes  as  plum-cake  rich ; 
A  lufcious  banquet  for  his  people's  ears ! 

B  *'  Not 


[  ^  ] 

**  Not  write !"  cry'd  Satire,   red  as  iire  with  rage^ 

*'  This  inftant  glorious  war  with  Dulnefs  wage; 
Take,   take  my  fupple-jack, 
Play  St.  Bartholomew  with  many  a  back  1 

Flea  half  the  Academic  imps  alive  ! 

Smoke,   fmoke  the  drones  of  that  ftiipendous  hive. 

Begin  with  George's  idol.    Weft  ;— 
And  then  proceed  in  order  with  the  reft  : 

This  moment  knock  me  down  his  Mafter  Mofes*, 

On  Sinai's  Mountain,  where  his  nofe  is 

Cock'd  up  fo  pertly-plump  againft  the  Lord, 
Upon  my  word  ! 

With  all  that  eafe  to  Him  who  rules  above, 

As  if  that  Heaven  and  he  were  /janJ  and  crloveJ'' 

"  Indeed,"  quoth  I,    "  the  piece  hath  points  of  merit,, 
Though  not  poffefs'd  throughout  of  equal  fpirit." 

*'  What!"  anfwer'd  Satire,   "  not  knock  Mofes  down? 

Thou  ftupid  Peter !    what  the  devil  mean  ye  ? 
He  looks  a  poor  pert  barber  of  the  town. 

With  paper  iign-board  out, — '  Shave  for  a  Penny..' 

Obferve  the  piteous  Ifraelite  once  more — 
Wears  he  the  countenance  that  ftiould  adore  f 

No  !  'tis  a  fon  of  lather, — a  rank  prig ; 
Who  'ftead  of  fetching  the  moft  facred  Law, 
With  fober  looks,   and  reverential  awe. 

Seems  pertly  tripping  up  to  fetch  a  Wig. 


I 


Mofes  receiving  the  Law  on  Mount  Sinai. 


With 


:^ 


[     3     ] 

With  all  her  thunder,   bid  the  Mufc 
Fall  furious  on  the  groupe  of  Jews, 
Whofe  fhoulders  are  adorn'd  with  Chrijiian  faces  \ 
Far  by  each  phiz,  (I  fpeak  without  a  gibe) 
There's  not  an  Ifraelite  in  all  the  tribe, — 
Not  that  they  are  encumbered  by  the  Graces. 

Strike  off  the  head  of  Jeremiah*, 
And  break  the  bones  of  old  Ifaiahf  ; 
Down  with  the  duck-wing'd  Angels+,   that  abreaft 

Stretch  from  a  thing  called  cloudy  and  by  their  looks. 
Wear  more  the  vifage  of  young  rooks 
Cawing  for  vidluals  from  their  neft. 

Deal  Gainfborough  a  lafh,   for  pride  fo  ftiff, 
Who  robs  us  of  fuch  plcafure  for  a  miff; 
Whofe  pencil,  when  he  chufes,   can  be  chafte, 
Give  Nature's  forms,   and  pleafe  the  eye  of  Taste. 

Of  cuts  on  Sampfon  §  don't  be  fparing. 
Between  two  garden-rollers  ftaring, 

Shown  by  the  lovely  Dalilah  foul  play  f 
To  atoms  tear  that  ||  Frenchman's  trafh. 
Then  bountifully  deal  the  lafh 

On  Jtich  as  dar  d  to  dub  him  an  R.  A." 


* 


A  Pidure  by  Mr.  Weft.  f  Another  Piftiire  by  Weft. 

:J;  In  the  Apotheofis,  a  Piftiire  by  Weft. 
§  A  Pidure  by  Mrs.  Col'way. 
II  Rigaud. 

B   2      '  Thus 


i     4     ] 

Thus  Satire  to  the  gentle  Poet  cry'd — 

And  thus^  with  lamb-like  fvveetnefs,   I  reply'd  :— ■« 

"  Dear  Satire  !  pray  confult  my  life  and  .cafe; 
Were  I  to  write  whatever  you  defire, 
The  fat  would  all  be  fairly  in  the  fire, — 

R,  A.'s  furround  me  like  a  fwarm  of  bees, 
Or  like  a  flock  of  fmall  birds  round  a  fowl 
Oi  folem?i  fpeculatio?iy  call'd  an  OWL." 


Qiioth  I,   "  O  Satire,   I'm  a  limple  youth, 

Muft  make  my  fortune,  therefore  not  fpeak  truth 

Altho'  as  fterling  as  the  holy  bible, — 

T?-uth  makes  it  (Mansfield  fays)  the  more  a  libel. 

I  fliall  not  lleep  in  peace  within  my  hutch  ; 

Like  Doctor  [ohnfon*,   I  have  wrote  too  much. 


*  The  ftory  goes,  that  Sam,  before  his  political  converfion,  replied  to 
his  prefent  Majefty,  in  the  Library  at  Buckingharn-Houfe,  on  being  afked 
by  tiie  Monarch,  *  Why  he  did  not  write  nriore  ?' — "  Pleafe  your  Majefty, 
I  have  written  too  much."  So  candid  a  declaration,  of  which  the  fturdy 
Moralifl:  did  not  believe  one  fyllable,  procured  him  a  penfion,  and  a 
muzzle. 


When 


[     5     ] 

When  Mount  Vefuvius*  pour'd  his  flames, 
And  frighten'd  all  the  Naples  dames, 
What  did  the  Ladies  of  the  city  do  ? 
Why,  order'd  a  fat  Cardinal  to  go 

With  old  St.  Januarius's  head, 
And  fliake  it  at  the  Mountain  'rnidH:  his  riot, 
To  try  to  keep  the  Bully  quiet : 

The  Parfon  went,   and  fliook  the  jowl,   and  fped  \ 
Snug  was  the  word — the  flames  at  once  kept  houfc. 
The  bellowino;  Mountain  was  as  mute's  a  moufe. 


Thus,   fliould  Lord  Mansfield  from  his  bench  agree 
To  fliake  his  lion  mane-like  wig  at  fiie^ 

And  bid  liis  grim-look'd  Myrmidons  afl'ail :  — 
"With  heads  Medufan,   and  with  hearts  of  bone  ; 
Who,   if  they  did  not  turn  mc  into  Jlofie^ 

Would  turn  my  limbs  yfl  gentle^   into  jaiL 


Read,  read  this  Ode,  jull  come  to  hand, 

Giving  the  Mufe  to  underfland, 

7'liat  cruelty  and  fcandal  fwell  her  fong, 

And  that  'twere  better  far  flie  held  her  tongue. 


'   See  Sir  "William  Hamilton's  account. 


Td 


L      (>     ] 


7o    PETER    PINDAR,    Esq.    See. 

AThoufand  frogs,   upon  a  fummer's  day, 
Were  fporting  'midfl  the  funny  ray, 
In  a  large  pool,   reflc(3:ing  every  face  ;  — 

They  fhow'd  their  gold-lac'd  cloaths  with  pride. 
In  harmlefs  fallies,   frequent  vied. 
And  gambol'd  through  the  water  with  a  grace. 


It  happcn'd  that  a  band  of  boys, 
Obfervant  of  their  harmlefs  jt-ys, 
Thoughtlefs,   refolv'd  to  fpoil  their  happy  fport ; 
One  frenzy  feiz'd  both  great  and  small, 
On  the  poor  frogs,  the  rogues  began  to  fall, 
Meaning  to  Jplajh  them,  not  to  do  ihem  /jurt. 


As  Milton  quaintly  fings,   *  the  ftoncs  'gan  pour,' 
Indeed,  an  Otaheite  fhow'r  ! 
The  confequence  was  dreadful^  let  me  tell  ye ; 
One's  eye  was  beat  out  of  his  head, — 
This  limp'd  away,  that  lay  for  dead, — 
Here  mourn'd  a  broken  back,  and  there  a  belly. 


Amongft 


[    7     ] 

Amongft  x\\Q  fmittcn^   it  was  found, 

Their  beauteous  Queen  receiv'd  a  wound  ; 

'['he  blow  gave  ev'ry  heart  a  iigh, 

And  drew  a  tear  from  ev'ry  eye  : — 
At  length  King  CROAK  got  up,  and  thus  begun — 
*'  My  lads,   you  think  this  very  pretty  fun  ! 

*'  Your  pebbles  round  us  fly  as  thick  as  hops, — 
Have  ivarmly  complimented  all  our  chops ;  — 
To  you-t    I  guefs  that  thefe  are  pleafant  Jlones  ! 
And  fo  they  might  be  to  tis  Frogs^ 
You  damn'd,  young,  good-for-nothing  dogs ! 
But  that  they  are  fo  hard^ — they  break  our  bones.'' 

Peter  !   thou  mark'ft  the  meaning;  of  this  fible — 

So  put  thy  Pegafus  into  the  ftable  j 

Nor  wanton,   thus  with  cruel  pride, 

Mad,   Jehu-like,   o'er  harmlefs  people  ride. 

To  drop  the  metaphor, — the  Fair*, 

Whofe  works  thy  Mufe  forbore  to  fpare, 
Is  bleft  with  talents  R?ivy  muft  approve ; 

And  didfl:  thou  know  her  heart,  thou'dft  fay-— 

"  Perdition  catch  the  idle  Lay  I" 
Then  flirike  thy  Lyre  to  Innocence  and  Love. 

*  Mrs.  Cofway. 

C  2  «  Pohl 
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"  Poll!  poll!"  cry'd  Satire,  with  a  fmile, 
*'  Where  is  the  glorious  freedom  of  our  Ifle, 
If  not  permitted  to  call  names  ? 
Methought  the  argument  had  weight — 
Was  logical^  concliifive^  neat ; — 
So  once  more  forth,  volcanic  Peter  flames  I 


ODE  II. 

The  Poet  correEis  the  Mufes  imprudent  warmth ^  who  begins 
with  little  lefs  thaji  callifig  7wmes — Hi?2ts  at  fo.me  Aca- 
demic Giants — And  concludes  with  a  pair  of  apt  and 
elegant  Similes. 

TAGRAGS  and  Bobtails  of  the  facred  Brujfh  1" — 
For  Heaven's  fake,   Mufe,  be  prudent :— Hufli  I 
hufh!  hufli! 
The  Ode  with  too  much  violence  begins: 
The  great  R.  A.'s,  fo  jealous  of  their  fame, 
Will  all  declare,  of  thein.^  we  make  a  game, 

And  then,  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  our  fkins ! 

Think 


1 
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Think  what  a  formidable  phalanx,   Mufe, 
Strengthen'd  by  Meffieurs  Garvay  and  Rigaud, 
and  Co. 
How  da7igerous  fuch  a  body  to  abufe  ! 

Then  there's  among  the  Academic  crew, 
A  MAN*,   that  mad€  the  Prefident  look  blue; 
BrandilL'd  his  weapon  with  a  whirlwind's  forces, — 
Tore  by  the  roots  his  fiourifhing  difcpurfes  \ — 
And  fwore  his  own  fweet  Irifh  howl  could  pour 
A  half  a  dozen  fuch,   in  half  an  hour. 

Be  prudent,   Mufe  ! — once  more  I  pray — 
In  vain  I  preach  !   th'  advice  is  thrown  away : 
Ev'n  now  you  turn  your  nofe  up  v/ith  a  fneer, 
And  cry — "  Lord  !   Reynolds  hath  no  caufe  to  fear  : 
When  Barry  dares  the  Prefident  to  fly  on, 

'Tis  like  a  Moufe,   that,  work'd  into  a  rage. 

Daring  moft  dreadful  war  to  wage, 
Nibbles  the  tail  of  the  Nemaean  Lion. 

Or  like  a  Loufe  of  mettle  full, 
Nurs'd  in  fome  Giant's  fkull — 
Becaufe  Goliah  fcratch'd  him  as  he  fed. 
Employs  with  vehemence  his  angry  claws, 
And  gaping,  grinning,   formidable  jaws, 
To  carry  off  the  Giant's  Head  ! 

*  Mr.  B— rry. 

D  ODE 
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ODE        III. 


The  Poet  addreffes  Sir  William  Chambers,  a  Gentleman  of 
co?tfequence  in  the  EleBio?i  of  R.  A.'s. — He  accufes  the 
Knight  of  a  partial  and  ridiculous  diftribution  of  the 
Acade?nic  Honours — Threatens  him  with  Rhime — Ad~ 
vifes  a  Reformatio?!, 


ON  E  minute,  gentle  Irony,  retire — 
Behold  \  I'm  now  as  grave's  a  miflard-pot ; 
The  Mufe's  bile  now  waxes  hot  as  fire. 

Could  call  fool^  piippy-i   blockhead,  and  what  not  ? 
As  brother  Horace  has  it — tumet  jecur  : — 
Nor  in  her  angry  progrefs,  will  1  check  her. 


I'm  told,  that  Satan  hath  been  long  at  work 

To  bring  th'  Academy  into  difgrace ; 
Oh  !  may  that  Member's  b — ck — de  feel  his  fork, 
Who  dares  to  violate  the  facred  place  ! 
Who  dares  the  devil  join 
In  fo  nefarious  a  defign  ? 
Yet,  lo  !  what  dolts  the  honours  claim  ! 
I  leave  their  Works  to  tell  their  name. 


Th' 


Til' Academy  is  like  a  microfcope — •' 

For  by  its  magnifying  power,   are  feen 

Objects,  that  for  attentmi  ne'er  could  hope ; 

No  more,  alas  I  than  if  they  ne'er  had  bee?i. 

So  rare  a  building,  and  fo  grac'd 
With  monuments  of  ancient  tafte. 
Statues  and  Buds,   Relievos  and  Intaglios ; 

For  fuch  poor  things  to  watch  the  treafure, 
Is  laughable  beyond  all  meafure, — 
'Tis  juft  like  Eunuchs  put  to  guard  Seraglios. 


Think  not,   Sir  William,   I'm  in  jeft — 
By  Heaven  !   I  will  not  let  thee  reft  : 

Yet  thou  may'ft  blufter  like  bull  beef  fo  big ; 
And  of  thy  own  importance  full. 
Exclaim — "  Great  C7-y^   and  little  'wool  H 

As  Satan  halloo'd,  when  he  fhav'd  the  Pig. 


Yes,  thou  fhalt  feel  my  tomahawk  of  fatire, 
And  find  that  fcalping  is  a  ferious  matter  : 
Shock'd  at  th'  abufe,   how  rage  inflames  my  veins ! 

Who  can  \i^\^  fwear'mg^  when  fuch  wights  he  fees 
Crept  to  th'  Academy  by  ways  and  means, 

Like  mites  and  (kippers  in  a  Chefhirc  cheefe  ? 

D  2  What 
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What  beings  will  the  next  year's  choice  difclofcj 

The  Academic  lift  to  grace  ? 
^iXiQ  Jkeletons  of  art ^   I  do  fuppofe, 

That  onsht  to  blufh  to  fhow  their  face. 


Sir  William  1  tremble  at  the  Mufe's  tongue  ;  I 

Parnafilis  boafts  a  formidable  throng  1 
All  people  recollect  poor  Marfyas'  fate, 

Except  fuch  as  are  drunk,   dead,   or  alleep  ;, 
Apollo  tied  the  culprit  to  a  gate. 

And  flay'd  him  as  a  butcher  flays  a  fheep. 
And  why  ? — Lord  !   not  as  hiftory  rehearfes, 
Becaufe  he  fcorn'd  his  pipmg^ — but  his  verfes. 
In  vain,   like  a  poor  pilloried  punk,  he  bawl'd. 
And  kick'd  and  writh  d,  and  faid  his  pray'rs,  and  fprawlM^ 
'Twas  all  in  vain — the  God  purfu'd  his  fport, 
And  puU'd  his  hide  off, — as  you'd  pull  your  JJm-t  ! 
Then  bid  not  rage  the  Mufe's  foul  inflame,^ 
Whofe  thund'ring  voice  damnation  makes,   or  fame. 

You'll  afk  me,  perhaps,   "  Good  Mafter  Peter,   pray 

What  right  have  you  to  fpeak  ?" — then  pertly  fmile  : 

I'll  tell  you.  Sir— My  pocket  help'd  to  pay 
For  building  that  expenfive  pile, 

A  pile,  that  credit  to  the  nation  gains, 

And  doQ^fome  honour  to  your  worfhip's  brains. 

It 
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It  made  a  tax  on  candles  and  flioe-lcather, 

Of  monftrous  ufe  in  dark  and  dirty  weather ; 

It  made  a  tax  on  butchers  fhops, 

So  fpreads  its  influence  o'er  poetic  chops ; 

A  moft  alarming  tax  to  ev'ry  Poet, 

Whofe  poor  lank  greyhound  ribs  with  forrow  (how  it. 

Therefore,  Sir  Knight,   pray  mend  your  manners, 
And  don't  chufe  coblers,  blackfmiths,   tinkers,  tanners 
Some  people  love  the  converfe  of  low  folks. 
To  get  broad  grins  for  good-for-nothing  jokes — 
Tho'  thouy  'midft  dulnefs,   may'ft  be  pleas'd  to  y^^/>/^,-^ 
Reynolds  (hall  not  fit  cheek-by~jowl  with  Swine, 


ODE 
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O     D     ^  IV. 


The  Poet  again  pays  his  refpeBs  to  Sir  William  Chambers 

— Complains  of  his  illiberality  in  his  choice  of  R.  A.s — 

Advifes  him  to  keep  company  with  Prudence,   ivhom  he 

.   clcfcribes  mofl  naturally — He  threate?is  the  Knight — And 

C07icludes  ijoith  a  beautiful  Simile. 

TH  E  Mule  is  in  the  fidgets — can't  fit  flill— 
She  muft  have  t'other  talk  with  you,   Sir  Will. 
Since  her  laft  Ode,   with  forrovv  hath  flie  heard 

You  want  not  men  with  heavenly  genius  bleft, 
But  wifh  the  title  of  R.  A.  conferr'd 

On  fuch  as  catch  the  bugs,  and  fweep  the  fpiders  beft, 
Wafh  of  the  larger  ftatues  beft,  the  faces, 
And  clean  the  dirty  linen  of  the  Graces  ; 
Scour  beft  the  fkins  of  the  young  marble  brats, — 
Trap  mice,   and  clear  th'  Academy  from  rats. 

You  look  for  men  whofe  heads  are  rather  tuhbifj^ 

Or,  drum-like,  better  form'd  for  found  than  fenfe; — 
Pleas'd  with  the  fine  Arabian,  to  difpenfe, 

You  want  the  big-bond  Dray-horfc  for  your  rubbiJJj. 

Raife 


b' 
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Raile  not  the  Mufe's  an^er,   I  defire  ; 

High-born,   fhe's  hotter  than  the  lightning's  nre, 

And  proud  !   (believe  the  Poet's  word) 

Proud,   as  the  Lady  of  a  new-made  Lord  ; 

Proud,   as  in  all  her  gorgeous  trappings  dreft, 

Fat  Lady  Mayorefs  at  a  City  feail ; 

Whofe  fpoufe  makes  wigs,   or  fome  fuch  glorious  thing 

Shoes,  loaves,  hats,  night-caps,   breeches  for  the  King ' 

Prudence,  Sir  William,  is  a  jewel, — 
Is  cloaths,   and  meat,  and  drink,  and  fuel ! 
Prudence  !   for  man  the  very  beft  of  wives. 
Whom  Bards  have  Jeidom  met  with  in  their  lives  ; 
Which,  certes,  doth  account  for,   in  fome  meafure, 
Their  grievous  want  of  worldly  trcafure. 
On  which  the  gi-eateji  blockheads  make  their  brags  \ 
And  fhoweth  why  we  fee,   inffead  of  lace 
About  the  Poet's  back  ;   with  little  grace, 
Thofe  fluttering,   French-like  followers, — call'd  rags. 

Prudence  !   a  fvveet,  obliging,  curtfeying  lafs, 
Fit  through  this  hypocritic  world  to  paj's  ! 
Who  kept  at  firfl  a  little  pedling  fhop, 
Swept  her  own  room,   twirl'd  her  own  mop, 
Waili'd  her  own  fmocks,   caught  her  own  fleas, 
And  rofe  to  fame  and  fortune  by  degrees ; 
Who,   when  fhe  enter'd  other  people's  houfes, 
'Till  fpoke  to,  was  as  fllent  as  a  moufe  is  ; 
And  of  opinions,  though  pofl'efs'd  a  ftore, 
She  left  them  with  her  pattens — at  the  door. 

E   2  Sir 
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Sir  William,  you're  a  hou7idl  and  hunting  fame  \ 
Undoubtedly  the  iDoman  is  fair  game : 
But,  Nimrod^  mind — my  Mufe  is  whipper-in  ! 
So  that  if  ever  you  difgrace, 
By  turning  a/r,  your  noble  race, 
The  Lord  have  mercy  on  your  curpip\  fkin  I 


ODE        V. 

TT^e  Poet  opens  his  account  of  the  Exhibitors  at  the  Aca- 
demy— Praifes  Reynolds — Half  damns  Mr.  Weft — 
Completely  damns  Mr-  Wright  of  Derby— Lihes  Fufeli 
—Compliments  the  Cornifh  Rembrandt. 


MUSE,   fing  the  wonders  of  the  prefent  year! — 
Declare  what  works  of  fterling  worth  appear. 
Reynolds,  his  heads  divine,   as  ufual,   gives 
Where  Guide's,   Rubens',  1  itian's  genius  lives  1 
Works !   I'm  afraid,   like  beauty  of  rare  quality y 
Born  foon  to  fade ! — too  fubjed:  to  mortality  ! 

Wes-t 
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W.EST  moft  jiidicloufly  my  counfel  takes, 

Paints  by  the  acre — vvitnefs  Parfoii  Peter*: 

For  garbs,  he  very  pretty  blankets  makes, 

Deferving  praifes  in  the  fv/eeteft  metre.  . 

The  flefli  of  Peter's  audience  is  not-  g-ood. — •  '^ 

Too  much  like  ivory,  and  ftone,  and  v\^ood ; 
Nor  of  the  figures,  can  I  praife  tWexpreJ/Io^y 
With  fome  folks ^  thought  a  trifie  of  tra7ifgrejfion*. 

West,   your  I-iaJi  Supper  is  a  hmigry  piece; —  '■ 

Your  Tyburn  Saints  will  not  your  fame  increafe : 
With  looks  fo  thieviih,   with  fuch  fkins  of  copper  ! 
Were  they  for  fale,   as  Heaven's  my  judge, 
To  give  five  farthings  for  them  I  fhould  grudge^ 
Nay,  ev'n  my  old  tobacco-fiopper. 

Candour  muft  own,  that  frequently  thy  paints 

Have  play'd  the  devil  with  the  Sai?its  : 

For  me  I   I  fancy  them  like  doves  and  throjlles  ! 
But  thou-i  if  we  believe  thy  art. 
Enough  to  make  us  pious  Chriftiansy^^r/, 

Haft,  very  fcurvy  notions  of  Apojlles. 

*  Peter  preaching,  by  Weft, 

E  What 
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What  of  thy  landfcape  fhall  I  fay, 

Holding  the  old  white  fow,   and  fucking  litter? 
Curs'd  be  the  moment,   curs'd  the  day. 

Thou  oav'ft  the  Mufe  fuch  reafon  to  be  bitter! 
But,  Mufe,   be  foft^  and  geiitly^  ge?itly  figh — 
'"  More  damned  ftuiF  was  never  feen  by  eye." 

Yet  mind!  thy  Landfcape  equals  Derby  Wright's*, 

Whofe  pencil  triumphs  in  his  fav'rite  nights  : 

O'er  woolkji  hills,   where  gold  2inA  Jiher  moons, 

Now  mount  like  Sixpejices^  and  now  Balloons ; 

Where  curling  wild,   in  different  directions, 

Nice  vermicelli  reprefents  I'efleBions  ! 

In  fliort,  where  ev'ry  thing,  we  fee  appear. 

Seems  to  exclaim—-*'  What  bulitiefs  have  we  here?" 

FusSLi  refumes  the  brufh  to  pleafe  the  few  ; 

He  deems  the  million,   fenfelefs,   arrant  crew — 

For  ridicule  ; — -juft  Jit  to  make  a  feajl —  j 

A  Caliban — a  great  unjudging  beafl: !  » 

FusELi !   I  guefs  this  fentiment  is  thine  \ 

If  not — I'll  tell  thee  honeftly  'tis  7ni7^e. 

Op  IE  this  year  (fo  fay  his  forms  and  faces) 

Hath  deign'd  to  pick  acquaintance  with  the  Gracei. 

^But  where  are  all  his  old  Heads  flown  ? 

Pray,  Mafter  OI'je,  leave  your  tricks, 
And  let  our  ^yes  fometimes  on  pictures  fix 

That  Rembrandt  had  been  proud  to  own, 

*  A  Painter  of  Moon-lights. 

ODE 
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ODE        VI. 


"The  Poet  addrejfes  Majefty — Pleads  the  caufe  of  poor  Jlarv- 
ing  Poetry — He  acknowledges  m  a  former  Ode  the  ki?id- 
nejfes  of  Fame^  yet  throws  out  a  hmt  to  his  Majejly  that 
his  finances  may  be  improved — He  relates  a  marvellous 
Story  of  a  yefuit-— Recommends  fo?n3 thing  Jimilar  to  his 
Sovereign* 


A  N'T  pleafe  your  Majefty,  I'm  overjoy'd 
To  find  your  family  fo  fond  of  Painting ; 
I  wifli  her  fifter  POETRY  employ'd— 

Poor,  dear,  negled:ed  girl !  with  hunger  fainting. 
Your  Royal  Grandfire,   (truft  me,  I'm  no  fibber) 
Was  moft  exceeding  fond  of  Colley  Gibber. 


For  fubjeds,  how  his  Majefty  would  hunt  I 

And  if  a  battle  grac'd  the  Rhine,   or  Wcfer, 

-He'd  cry — "  Mine  Poet  fal  make  Ode  upon't !" 

Then  forth  ther^  came  a  flaming  Ode  to  G^sar. 

F  2  Pread 
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Dread  Sire,   pray  recoiled  a  bit, 

Some  glorious  action  of  your  life ; 
And  then  your  humble  Poet's  wit, 

As  {harp's  a  razor,   or  a  new-ground  knife, 
Shall  mount  you  on  her  glorious  Balloon  Odes, 
Like  Rouie's  great  C^sar,  to  th'  immortal  GODS*» 

A  Naples  Jefuit,  HISTORY  declares, 
On  flips  of  paper,  fcribbled  prayers. 
Which  fliow'd  of  wifdom  great  profundity  ;. 

And  fold  them  to  the  countrv-folks. 
To  give  their  turkies,   hens,  and  ducks. 
To  bring  increafe  of  fowl-fecundity  :: 

It  anfwer'd — On  their  turkies,  ducks,  and  hens,. 
The  country  people  all  were  full  of  brags 

Whofe  little  bums,  in  barns,  and  mows,  and  fensj, 
Squat  down,  and  laid  like  conjuration  bags.. 

I  wifh  this  fage  experiment  were  try'd 
Upon  the  Mufe,  my  gentle  bride ; 

And  flips  of  paper  given  her,  with  this  prayr 

"  Pay  to  the  bearer  fifty  pounds  at  fight." 
Her  fweet,  prolific  pow'rs,  'twould  fo  delight^ ^ 
She'd  breed  like  2.  txime  rabbity,  or  2^  hare!. 


*■  Divifum  Imperium,  cum  Jove,  Csefar  habet, 

ODE 
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ODE  VIL 

Peter  s  account  of  wonderful  Reliques  in  France^  with  the 
devotion  paid  to  the?jt — The  fenfible  application  to  Paint- 
ers  and  Painti?ig,  by  way  of  Simile. 

IN  France  fome  years  ago — fome  twenty-three, 
At  a  fam'd  Church,   where  hundreds  daily  joftle  ; 
I  wifely  paid  a  Prieft  fix  fous,   to  fee 

The  thunib  of  Thomas  the  Apoftle, 

Gaping  upon  Tom's  thumb,   with  me^  in  wonder ; 

The  rabble  rais'd  its  eyes — like  ducks  in  thunder ; 

Becaufe  in  virtues  it  was  vaftly  rich, 

Had  cur'd  poflefs'd  of  devils,   and  the  itch  ; 

Work'd  various  wonders  on  a  fcabby  pate — 

Made  little  fucking  children  ftrait, 

Though  crook'd,   like  rams-horns,   by  the  rickets  ; 

Made  people  fee,   though  blind  as  moles, — 

And  made  your  fad,   hyfteric  fouls, 

As  gay  as  graflioppers  and  crickets ; 
Brought  nofes  back  again  to  faces. 
Long  ftol'n  by  Venus  and  her  Graces  j 
And  eyes  to  fill  their  parent  fockcts, 
Of  which  fad  Love  had  pick'd  their  pockets  : 

And  had  the  Prieft  permitted^  with  their  kiffes, 

The  mob  had  fmack'd  the  holy  thumb  to  pieces. 

F*  Thouo-h 


1 


•a'2 


1 


Thoiigli,   Reader,   'twas  not  the  Apoftle's  tliiimb,-— 

But  mum  ! — 
It  play'd  as  wtWof  ^m'racks  the  trick, 
Although  z.  pai?ited  piece  o^  Jlick  ! 

Vox  fix  ]bus  more,   behold  I  to  view,  was  bolted 
A  feather  of  the  Angel  Gabriel's  wing! 

Whether  'twas  pluck'd  by  force,   or  calmly  molted. 
No  holy  legends  tell,   nor  Poets  fing. 

But  was  it  Gabriel's  feather,  heavenly  Mufes  ? 

It  was  iiot  Gabriel's  feather,   but — a  Goofesl 

But  flay!  from  truth  we  would  not  wifh  to  wander. 

For,  pofllbly,   the  owner  was  a  Gander. 

Painters  !  you  take  me  right : — The  Mufe  fuppofes 
You  make  your  coup-de-mahre  dafhes, 

Chriften  them  eyes,   and  cheeks,  and  lips,  and  nofes, 
Beards,  chins,  and  whifkers,  and  eye-lafhes  j 

As  like,  prhaps,  as  a  horfe  is  like  a  plumb^ 

Or  the  aforefaid  y?/c^  th'Apoftle's  thumb. 

With  purer  eyes  the  Britifh  vulgar  fees ; 
We  are  no  Craw-thumpers,  no  Devotees  ; 
So  that  whene'er  your  figures  are  jnere  wood. 
Our  eyes  will  never  think  'em  Jiejh  and  blood. 
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ODE        VIII. 


The  generous  Peter  refcues  the  immortal  Raphael  from  the 
obloquy  of  Michael  Angelo— 7/6^'  Poet  moralizeth — Tells 
a  flo7'y  ?wt  to  the  credit  of  Michael  Angelo,  {i?id  7iohly 
defends  Raphael^  7tame  againjl  his  i7ividious  attack — 
Concludes  with  a  mofl  fage  obfervation, 

HO  W  .difficult  in  Artifts  to  allow 
To  brother  brufli-men  ev'n  a  grain  of  merit  I 
Wifliing  to  tear  the  laurels  from  their  brow, 
They  fhew  a  fniv'ling  diabolic  fpirit. 

So  'tis !  however  moralifts  may  chatter — 
What's  worfe  ftill — nature  will  be  always  nature. 
We  can't  brew  Burgundy  from  four  fmall-beer, 
Nor  make  a  Hlken  purfe  of  a  fow's  ear. 

Sweet  is  the  voice  of  Praife  ! — from  eve  to  morn  ; 

From  blufhing  morn,  to  darkling  eve  again, 
My  Mufe,  the  brows  of  Merit,  could  adorn, 

And  iark-like  fwell  the  panegyric  ftrain. 

F*    2  PRAISI 
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Praise,  like  the  balm  that  evening's  dewy  ftar 

Sheds  on  the  drooping  herb  and  fainting  flower,. 

Lifts  modefl-,  pining  Merit  from  defpair, 

And  gives  her  clouded  eye,   a  golden  hour. 

P — X  take  me  if  I  ever  read  the  ftory 

Of  Angela  the  painter  without  fwearing  ;. 

'Tis  fuch  a  llice  cut  off  from  Mkhael\  glory. 

He  furely  had  been  brandy ing  it,  or  beering:. 

That  is,  in  plainer  Engliili,   he  was  drunk, 

And  Candour  from  the  man  with  horrour  fhrunk*, 

Raphael  did  honour  to  the  Roman  fchool, 
Yet  Angelo  vouchfaf'd  to  call  him  fool\ 
When  working  in  the  Vatican  would  ftare, 
Throw  down  his  brufh,   and  ftamp  and  fwear. 
If  e'er  a  porter  let  him  in — he'd  Jlone  him. 
And  if  he  Raphael  caught — he'd  bo7ie  him. 

He  fwore  the  world  was  a  rank  afs 
To  pay  a  compliment  to  Raphael's  y?.'/^; 
And  that  he  knew  the  fellow  well  enough. 

And  that  his  paltry  metal  would  not  fafs\ 

Such  was  the  language  of  this  falfe  Italian  ; 
One  time  he  chriftened  Raphael  a  Pygmalion,, 

Whofe  madams  were  compos'd  ot  ftone ; 
Swore  his  exprefTions  were  like  owls  fo  tame, 
His  drawings,  like  the  lameft  cripple,   lame  j 

And  as  for  compolition,  he  had  none. 


Younof 
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Young  Artlfts!  thefe  afTertions  I  deny; — 
'Twas  vile  ill  manners — not  to  fay,  a  lie: 
Raphael  did  real  excellence  inherit. 

And  if  you  ever  chance  to  paint  as  well, 

I  bo?7a  fide  do  foretel, 
You'll  certainly  be  men  of  jnerit. 


ODE        IX. 

^he  entertai7iing  Peter  tells  a  flrange  Story ^  andxxwo.  though 
ftrange ; — Seems  to  e7itertai7i  no  very  elevated  opinions  of 
the  wifdo?n  of  Kings — Hints  at  the  narrow  efcape  of  Sir 

Joiliua  Reynolds — Mr.  Ramfay'j-  Riches A  Recom- 

me7idation  of  Flattery  as  a  Specific  i7i  Fortune-making. 

I'M  told,    and  I  believe  the  ftory, 
That  a  fam'd  Queen  of  Northern  brutes, 
A  GENTLEWOMAN  of  p7-odigious  glory. 
Whom  evry  fort  of  epithet  well  fuits\ 
Whofe  hufband  dear  juft  happening  to  provoke  her, 
Was  fhov'd  to  Heaven  upon  a  red-hot  poker! 
Sent  to  a  farti7i  KING,   not  King  of  France — 

Defiring  by  SIR  JOSHUA's  hand  his  PHIZ— 
What  did  the  Royal  Quiz  ? 
Why,  damndgenteelly.^  fat  to  Mr.  Dance! 
Then  fent  it  to  the  courteous  Northern  Queen — 
As  fweet  a  bit  of  wood  as  e'er  was  feen ! 
And,  therefore,  moft  U7ilike  the  SCEPTRED  HEAD — 
He  might  as  well  have  fent  a  PIG  OF  LEAD. 

G  Do\vn 
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Down  ev'ry  throat  the  piece  was  cramm'd 

As  done  by  REYNOLDS,  and  deferv'dly  damn'dy 

For  as  to  Mafter  Dance's  art, 

It  ne'er  was  worth  a  fingle ! 

Reader,   I  BLUSH  ! — ajn  delicate  this  time  / 
So  let  thy  LMPUDENCE  fupply  the  RHIME. 

Thank  God !  that  Kings  cannot  our  taftes  controul, 
And  make  each  fubjedl's  poor,   fubmiffive  foul 
Admire  the  TASTE,  that  JUDGMENT  oft  cries  fie  on  r 
Had  things  been  foy  poor  Reynolds  we  had  feen 
Painting  a   BARBER's   POLE, — ^an   ALE-HOUSE 
QUEEN, 
The  CAT  and  GRIDIRON,  or  the  OLD  RED  LION!: 
At  *  Plympton,  perhaps,  for  fome  grave  Dodlor  Slop,. 
Painting  the  pots  and  bottles  of  the  {hop ; 
Or  in  the  DRAMA,  to  get  meat  to  munch, 
His  brufh  divine  had  pidlur'd  fcenes  for  PUNCH  1. 
Whilft  WEST  was  whelping  'midfl  his  paints, 
Mofes  and  Aaron,  and  all  forts  of  Saints ! 
Adams  and  Eves,  and  Snakes  and  Apples, 
And  Devils,  for  beautifying  certain  CHAPELS  : 
But  Reynolds  is  no  favourite^   that's  the  matter—. 
He  f  hath  not  learnt  the  noble  ^it— to  fatter, 

*  Sir  Jolhua's  native  fpot,  in  Devonfliire.. 
t   This    Ode  was   compofed  before    Sir  Jofliua   was    dubbed  Kino-'s 
Painter.     Poffibly  the  great  Arcift  dreamt  o^  my  BEAUTIFUL  LYRIQ 

and  jurjiied  its  advice. 

Thrice 
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THrice   happy  times,    when   MONARCHS   find  them 
hard  thtJigs 

To  teach  us  what  to  view  with  admiratio?t ; 
And  hke  their  heads  on  halfpence  and  brafs  farthings^ 

Make  their  OPINIONS  current  through  the  nation! 

I've  heard  that  RAMSAY  *  when  he  died, 

Left  juft  nine  rooms  well  ftuff'd  with  Queens  and 
Kings  ;^ 
From  whence  all  nations  might  have  been  fupplied 
That  long'd  for  valuable   things. 

Viceroys,  AmbafTadors,  and  Plenipos 
Bought  them  to  join  their  raree-fhows. 
In  foreign  parts, 
And  fiiow  the  PROGRESS  of  the  BRITISH  ARTS. 

Whether  they  purchas'd  by  the  poimd  ox  yardy 
I  cannot  tell^   becaufe  I  never  heard. 
But  this  I  know^  his  JJjop  was  like  a  fair. 
And  dealt  moft  largely  in  the  ROYAL  WARE. 

See  what  it  is  to  gain  a  Monarch's  fmile ! 
And  haft  thou  mifs'd  it,   Reynolds,   all  this  while? 
Howftupid!  prithee,  feek  the  COURTIER's  SCHOOL,. 
And  learn  to  manufadlure  OIL  of  FOOL. 


*  Late  Painter  to  his  Majefty, 

FLAT- 
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FLATTER\'s  the  turnpike-road  to  Fortune's  door — 
Truth  is  a  7iarrow  laiie^  all  full  of  quags, 
Leading  to  broken  heads,  abufe,  and  rags, 

And  work-houfes, — fad  refuge  for  the  poor! — 

flattery's    a    MOUNIEBANK   fo  fpruce — gets 
riches ; 
TRUTH,  a  plain  SIMON  PURE,   a  QyAKER 

PREACHER, 
A  Moral  Mender^  a  difgufting  Teacher^ 

That  never  got  a  fixpence  by  her  SPEECHES ! 


ODE        X. 


'The  lofty  Peter  begins  with  an  original  Sifnile — Difplays 

a  deep  hiowledge  of  Homer  and  modern  Dutcheffes 

Concludes  with  a  Prophecy  about  his  Sovereigfu 

PAINTERS  who  figure  in  the  Exhibition, 
Are  pretty  nearly  in  the  fame  condition 
With  cocks  on  Shrove-tide,   which  the  feafon  gathers  3 
Flung  at  by  ev'ry  lubber,   ev'ry  brat. 
That  hath  the  fenfe  to  throw  a  bat, 
To  break  their  bones,  and  knock  about  their  feathers. 

This 
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This  little  difference,  however,  lies 

Between  the  Painter  and  the  Foivl  I  find 

The  Artift  for  the  poft  of  danger  tries 

The  Fowl  is  faft'ned  much  againft  his  7nind'y 
Who  willingly  his  fentence,    would  annul  it — 

Sue  out  his  habeas  corpus^  and  inftead 

Of  being  beat  with  bats  about  the  head. 
Make  handfome  love  to  a  fmart  pullet. 

And  yet  the  Painter,   like  a  booby,  groans, 
That  courts  the  very  bats  that  break  his  bones* 

But  "who  from  fcandal  is  exempt  ? 

Who  doth  not  meet,  at  times,   contempt  ? 

Great  Jove,   the  God  of  Gods,   in  figures  rich,. 
Oft  call'd  his  bofom  Queen  a  fancy  bitch ; 
*  Achilles  call'd  great  Agamemnon  hog^ 
An  impudent,  deceitful,   dirty  dog  ! 

Behold  our  lofty  Dutchelles  pull  caps. 
And  give  each  other's,  reputations  raps. 
As  freely  as  the  drabs  of  Drury's-fchool ; 

And  who,  pray,  knows  that  GEORGE  our  gracious  King,. 

(Said  by  his  courtiers  to  know  every  thing) 
May  not,   by  future  times^   be  call'd  a  Fool  ! 


*  Vid.  HOMER. 

H  ODE 
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ODE       XI. 


7^^  Bard  Jenfibly  reproveth  the  young  Artijls  for  their 
prope?iJity  to  Abufe-—Mofi  wittily  compares  them  to 
Horfe-leaches^  Game-coch^  and  Curs, 

THE  mean,  the  ranc'rous  jealoiifies  that  fvvell 
In  fome  fad  Artifts  fouls,  I  do  def]3ife ; 
Inftead   of  nobly  Jlriving  to  excel. 
You  Jlrive  to  pick  out  one  the  other*s  eyes. 
To  be  a  Painter,  was  Corregio's  glory — 
His  fpeech  fhould  flame  in  gold— "SONO  PITTORE." 

But  what,  if  truth  were  fpoke,  would  be  your  fpeeches  ? 
'I'his — "We're  a  let  of  fame- fucking  horfe-leaches, 
Without  a  blup,  the  poor  eft  fcandal  fpeaking,  — 
Like  cocks,  for  ever  at  each  other  beaking ; 
As  if  the  globe  we  dwell  on  were  fo  fmall^ 
There  really  was  not  room  enough  for  all.'* 


Young 
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Young  men ! 

I  do  prefume  that  07ie  of  you  in  ten^ 

Hath  kept  a  dog  or  two,  and  hath  remark'd, 

That  when  you  have  been  comfortably  ieeding, 
The  curs  without  one  atom  of  court-breeding, 
With  watery  jaws,  have  whin'd,  and  paw'd,  and  bark'd ; 
Show'd  anxioufnefs  about  the  mutton  bone, 
And,   'ftead  o{  your  mouth,    wifli'd  it  in  their  own  : 
And  if  you  gave  this  bone  to  one  or  t'other, 
Heavens !   what  a  fnarHng,   quarrelHng,  and  pother  ! 
This,   perhaps,   hath  often  touch 'd  you  to  the  quick, 
And  made  you  teach  good  mamiers  by  a  kick  ; 
And  if  the  tumult  was  beyond  all  bearing, 
A  little  bit  oi  fweet  emphatic  fwearing. 
An  eloquence  of  wondrous  ufe  in  wars, 
Amongft  Sea-captains  and  the  brave  Jack  Tars. 

Now  tell  me  honeflly  —  pray  don't  you  ^vA^ 

Somewhat  in  Chriftians,  juft  of  the  fame  kind 

That  you  experienc'd  in  the  curs, 

Caufing  your  anger  and  demurs  ? 

As,   for  example,  when  your  miftrefs,  FAME, 

WiOiing  to  celebrate  a  worthy  name, 

Takes  up  her  trump  to  give  the  juft  applaufe, 

How   have    you,    puppy-like,    paw'd,    wilh'd,   and 
whin'd ; 

And  growl'd,  and  curs'd,  and  fworc,  and  pin'd, 
And  long'd  to  tear  the  trumpet  from  her  jaws  ! 
The  dogs  deferv'd  theh'  kicking  to  be  fure  ; 
'^XiX.you  !  O  fie,   boys!  go  and  fin  no  mo?'e. 

ODE 
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ODE       XII. 


The  compajftonate  Peter  laments  the  Death  of  Mr.  Hone, 
an  R.  A.  Recommends  him  to  Oblivion,  the  great  Pa- 
tron of  a  7imnber  of  Geniufes. 


There's  one  R.  a.  more  dead  !  ftiff  is  poor  Hone  t 
His  works  be  with  him  under  the  fame  ftone  t 
1  think  the  facred  Art  will  not  bemoan  'em ; 
But,  Mufe  !  —  De  mortuis  7til  nijt  bo7mm  — 
As  to  his  hoft  a  traveller^  with  a  fneer, 
Said   of  his  dead  Small-beer,  ' 


Go  then,  poor  Hone  !  and  join  a  numerous  train 
Sunk  in  OBLIVION'S  wide  pacific  ocean ; 
And  may  its  whale-like  ftomach  feel  no  motion 

To  caft  thee,  like  a  JONAH,  up  again. 


ODE 
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ODE        XIII. 

"The  Poet  exhibits  the  I}ico7ifta?tcy  of  the  TVorld^  by  a  moj^- 
elegant  Co7?tparifon  of  a  Flock  of  Sta7-lings, 


YOUNG  Artifts,  it   may  fo  fall  out, 
That  folks  fhall  make   a  grievous  rout: 
Follow  you, — praife  your  painting  to  the  fkies  ; 
When,  perhaps,  a  ribbon,   (fie  upon  it !) 
A  feather,   or  a  tawdry  bonnet, 
Caught  by  its  glare^   their  wo?ider-fpyi?ig  eyes. 

Therefore,   don't  the^ice  fuppofe  that  you  inherit 
Mount  am  s  of  unexampled  merit; 
That  always  you  fhall  be  purfu'd. 
And  like  a  wond^rous  Beauty  woo'd. 

Great  is  the  world's  inconflancy,    God  knows! — 
Fame,   like  the  ocean,   ebbs^  as  well  as  flows  \ 
Next   year  the  million  pitches  on  a  Ruff", 
A  Balloon  Cap, — a  Shawl, — a  Muff  ;--- 
For  yoti^  no  longer  cares  a  fingle  rulh. 
Following  fo7ne  other  brother  of  the  Brufh. 

I  To 
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To  ralfc  to  nobler  flights  the  Mufe's  wing, 

A   Simile's  a  very   pretty  thing; 

To  whofe  fweet  aid  Tm  oft  a  humble  debtor, 

T'  illuftrate  with  more  force  the  thing  1  mean; — 

And  if  the  Simile  be  neat  and  clean, 
jTant  mieiix — that  is — -fo  much  the  better. 

Therefore,  young  folks,  as  there's  a  great  deal  in't. 
Accept  one  juft  imported  from  the  mint. 

You've  feen  a  flock  of  Starlings,  to  be  fure, 
A  hundred  thoufand   in  a  inefs  or  more; 
Who  fortunately  having  found, 
A  lump  of  horfe-litter  upon  the  ground, 

Down  drops  the  chattering  cloud  upon  the  dung ; 
Then,  Lord,  \v\\2iX.  doi7igs !  Heavens,  vAy^xX.  admh^atmi  I. 
What  joy^    what  tranfport  'midft  the  Ipeckled  nation ! 

How  bufy  ev'ry  beali^  and  ev'ry  tongue  I 
All  talking,   gabbling,   but  none  lift'ning, 
Juft  like  a  groupe  of  gofllps  at  a  chrift'ning ; — 
Let  but  a  cow-dab  fhow  its  grafs-green  face, 
They're  up,  without  fo  much  as  faying  grace  ; 
And,  lo!  the  bufy  flock,  around  it  pitches  1 

Juft  as  upon  the  lump  before, 

They  gabble,  wonder,  and  adore  ! 
And  equal  brother  Martyn's  *  fpeeches. 
'J  hefe  ftarlings  fhow  the  world,   with  great  propriety, 
M::d  as  March  Hares,   or  Curlews  for  Variety. 

*  A  much  admired  Speaker  in   the  Houfe  of  Commons,  who    mm.  con. 
Was  baptized    the  Starling  MARTYN, 

ODE 
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ODE        XIV. 


"the    Great  Peter   defpifeth   Freiichmen^ 


I  BEG  it  as  a  favour,  my  young  folks. 
You  will  not  copy,  monkey-like,  the  French^ 
Whofe  pictures,  juftly,  are  all  (landing  jokes, 

Whether  they  reprelent  a  man  or  wench. 
If  Monfieur  paints  a  man  of  fafliion, 

Making  an  obeifance.  well  bred. 
The  Gentleman's  a  ram-cat  in  a  paflion, 

His  back  all  crumpled  o'er  his  head: 
Or,   if  he  paints  a  wretch  upon  the  wheel, 

And  bone-breaking's  no  trifiing  thmg^  G~d  knows!; 
Amidft  his  pains  the  fellow's  fo  genteel! 

He  feels  with  fuch  decorum  ail  the  blows. 
Or  if  a  culprit's  going  to  the  devil^ 
Which  fome  folks  alfo  deem  a  fcrious  evil^ 
£o  degage  you  fee  the  man  advance. 

His  arms,   hands,   Ihoulders,   turn'd  out  toes,. 

Madona-litted  eyes  and  cock'd-up  nofe, 
Proclaim  tlie  pretty  puppy  in  a  dance. 


E'eri' 
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E'en  an  old  woman  yielding  up  her  breath 
By  means  of  colic,  ftone,   or  gravel  ; 

How  fm irking  flic  enjoys  the  pangs  of  death ! 

With  what  2i  ^race  her  foul  prepares  to  travel  I 


A  Frenchman's  Angel  is  an  OPERA  PUNK, — 

His  Virgin  Marys— milleners  half  drunk ; 

Our  bleft  Redeemer,  a  rank  petit  jnaiti'ey 

In  every  attitude  and  feature  ; 

The  humble  Jofeph,  fo  gejiteelly  made, 

Poor  gentleman — as  if  above  his  trade; 

And  only  fit  to  complime?it  his  wife, — 
^o  delicate!  as  if  he  fcarcely  knew 
Oak  from  deal  board — a  gimblet  from  a  fcrew; 

And  never  made  a  Mouse-trap  in  his  life. 


Think  not  I  wantonly  attack  thofe  people  :--- 
In  prejudice,  that  I'm  as  ftiff's  a  fteeple  ; 
No!— yet,   I  own,  I  hate  the  fhrugging  dogs-  — 
I've  liv'd  amongft  them,  eat  their  frogs. 
And  vomited  them  up,   thank  God,  again; 
So  that  I'm  able  now  to  fay, 
I  carried  nought  of  theirs  away, 
Which  otherwife  had  made  the  puppies,  vain,   ■ 


ODE 
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ODE       XV. 

The  conceited  Peter  turns  an  arrant  Egotiji — Mentions  a 
number  of  fine  Folks — This  mjnute  condemns  Will. 
Whitehead'^  Verfes^  and  the  next,  exculpates  the  L,au- 
reaty  by  clapping  the  right  faddie  on  the  right  horfe. 

NO  Giant  more  rejoiceth  in  his  coiirfe, 
Not  Count  O' Kelly  in  a  winning  horle; 
Not  Mrs.  Hobart  *  to  preferve  a  box, 
Not  George  the  Third  to  triumph  o'er  Charles  Fox ; 
Not  Spain's  wife  Monarch  to  bombard  Algiers  — 

Not  Pillories,  ordcr'd  by  the  Law's  ftern  voice, 
C  an  more  rejoice 
To  hold  Kitt  Atkinfon's  two  ears ; 
Not  more  rejoiceth  patriotic  Pitt 

By  patriotic  Grocers  to  be  fed, 
Not  Mother  Windfor  f  in  a  fair  young  Tit, 

Nor  gaping  Deans,  to  hear  a  Bifhop's  dead ;  — 
Not  more  reform'd  John  Wilkes  to  court  the  Crown, 
Nor  Boy  del  in  his  Aldermanic  gown. 

Nor  Common  Councilmen  on  turtle,  feeding : 

*  The  conteft  between  Mrs.  Hobart  and  Lady  Salifbuiy,  with  their 
Seconds,  about  a  Box  at  the  Opera,  is  a  Subject  for  the  mo[\  fublime 
Epic ! 

■}■  A  Prieftefs  of  the  Cyprian  Goddefs. 

K  Not 
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Not  more  rejoice  old  envious  Maids,  fo  flale, 
To  hear  of  weeping  Beauty  2ifad  tale. 

And  tell  the  world  a  reigning  Toaft  is  breedmg :  — 
Than  I,   the  Poet,  in  a  lucky  Ode, 

That  catches  at  a  hop  the  Cynic  face ; 

Kills  by  a  laugh  its  grave  Bubonic  grace, 
And  tears,  in  fpite  of  him,  his  jaws  abroad. 

And  are  there  fuch  grave  Dons  that  read  my  rhimes  ? 

All  gracious  Heav'n  forgive  their  crimes ! 

Oh  !   be  their  lot  to  have  wife-talki7ig  wives  ; 
And  it  in  reading  they  delight. 
To  read,  ye  Gods !   from  morn  to  niglit, 

*  Will.  Whitehead^  Birth-day  Sonnets  all  their  lives. 

Perhaps,  reader,  thou'rt  a  tinker,   or  a  tanner. 

And  mendeft  kettles  in  a  pretty  manner ; 

Or  tanneft  hides  of  bulls,  and  cows,  and  calves : 

But  if  the  fauce-pan  or  the  kettle, 

Originally  be  bad  metal, 
Thou'lt  fay,  it  only  can  be  done  by  halves ; 
Or  if  by  nature  bad  the  bullocks  fkins. 
They'll  make  vile  fhoes  and  boots  for  peoples  y^/>/j. 

*  This  Ode  was  written  before  the  late  Laureat  refign'd  his  earthly 
crown  for  a  heavenly  one.  May  Mr.  Tom  Warton  be  more  fuccefsful  in 
his  Pindaric  adulations,  and  not  verify  the  Latin  adage— £,v  nihilo,  nihil  jit. 


Th 
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Then  wherefore  do  I  thus  abufe 
Will.  Whitehead's  hard-dj'iv  n  Mufe  1 
Who  merits  rather  Pity  s  tend'reft  figh : 
For  what  the  devil  can  he  do^ 

When  forc'd  to  praife the  Lord  knows  who  r 

Verfe  f?mjl  be  dull  on  fubjedls  fa  damn'd  d?y. 


ODE       XVL 

'The  clajfic  Peter  advifcth  Pcunters  to  cultivate  Tajie—Lajh- 
ethfome  of  the  Ignora?it  —  Aicufetb  Painters  of  an  af- 
feBion  for  vidgarity^  whofn  he  horje-ivhippeth — Recom- 
fnendeth  a  char7ning  fiibjeEi — Tellcth  the  fecret  of  his 
Love.,  and  giveth  a  die-away  Sonnet  of  former  days  — 
Perfecuteth  Teniers's  Devils^  but  applaudeth  the  Ex- 
ecution. 

PAINTERS,  improve  your  education, 
That  furely  ftands  in  need  of  relormation. 
I've  heard  that  fome  can  neither  write  nor  read,. 
Which  does  no  honour  to  the  hand  or  head. 

Many,   I  know,   would  rather  paint  a  hear., 

Or  monkey  playing  his  quaint  tricks. 
Than  fonie  fweet  damfsl,  whom  all  hearts  revere, 

Whofe  charms,   the  eye  of  admiration  hx  :  — 
Would  rather  fee  ■A.flu}np  v/ith  Ilrength  exprcft,. 
Ihan  all  the  fnowy  fullnefs  of  iicr  Bread, 
Or  LIP,   that  Innocence  fo  fwectly  moves, 
Or  SMILE,  the  fond  Elylium  of  the  Loves., 

This 
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This  brings  thofe  days  to  mem'ry  when  my  tongue. 
To  Cynthia's  Beauty  pour'd  ray  foul  in  fong ; 
When  on  the  margin  of  the  murmuring  flream, 
Mv  fancy  frequent  form'd  the  golden  dream 
Of  Cynthia's  grace  —  of  Cynthia's  fmiles  divine, 
And  made  thofe  fmiles  and  peerlefs  beauty  i7iine. 

It  brings  to  memory,   too,  thofe  difmal  times, 

IVhen  nought  my  fighs  avail'd,  and  nought  my  rhimes ; 

When  at  the  filent,   folemn  clofe  of  day, 

My  penlive  fteps  would  court  the  darkling  grove, 
To  hear  in  Philomela's  lonely  lay. 

The  fainting  echoes  of  my  lucklefs  love ; 
Till  night's  increaling  fhades  around  me  ftole, 
And  mingled  with  the  gloom  that  wrappM  my  foul. 

Reader — Do'ft  chufe  a  fonnet  of  thofe  days? 
Take  it  —  and  fay  not  I'm  a  foe  to  Praise. 


To     CYNTHIA. 

O  Thou  !  whofe  love-infpiring  air 

Delights,   yet  gives  a  thoufand  woes ; 

My  day  decHnes  in  dark  defpair. 

And  night  hath  loft  her  fweet  repofe ; 


Yet 
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Yet  who,  alas !  like  me  was  bleft, 

To  others,  e'er  thy  charms  were  known  j 
When  Fancy  told  my  raptur'd  breaft, 

That  Cynthia  fmil'd  gn  me  alone. 

Nymph  of  my  foul !  forgive  my  fighs, 
Forgive  the  jealous  fires  I  feel ; 

Nor  blame  the  trembling  wretch,   who  dies 
When  others  to  thy  beauties  kneel. 

Lo!   theirs,  is  ev'ry  winning  art. 

With  Fortune's  gifts, — unknown  to  mef 
I  only  boaft  a  fimple  heart, 

In  love  with  Innocence  and  Thee. 


Build  not,   alas  !  your  popularity 

On  that  beaft's  back,  yclep'd  Vulgarity  \ 

A  beafl:,   that  many  a  booby  takes  a  pride  in, — 

A  beaft,   beneath  the  noble  Peter's  ridinsf. 

How  fhould  the  man  who  loves  to  be  tmchaftey 

To  feed  on  carrion  dread,   his  hound-like  pauncli ; 

Judge  of  an  Ortolan's  delicious  tafte, 

Or  feel  the  flavour  of  a  fine  fat  haunch? 

Or,  tis'd  with  bitter  Purl  to  wet  his  clay. 

How  fliQuld  he  judge  of  Claret  or  Tokay  ? 

L  Tenieris 
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Te7ikrs\  Devils,  Witches,  Monkeys,   Tmds, 
That  make  me  fhuddcr,  as  I  pen  thefe  Odes, 

hio^  truly  pai7itedj  to  befure,  you'll  find  :—- 
How  greater  far  the  excellence,  to  paint 
With  heaven-diredled  eye,  the  beauteous  Saint, 

And  mark  th'  emotions  of  her  angel-mind? 
Envy  not  Juch  as  have  in  dirt  furpaft  ye  j — 
'Tis  verj'y  very  .eajy  to  be  nasty  1 


'^'''^^T'TtlSk'Wf- 


ODE       XVII. 


The  moraUzi7ig  Bard  expofeth  the  unfairjzefs  of  mankind 
in  the  article  of  laughing — Defcanteth  upoii  Wit — 
Difclaifneth  preterfioji  to  it — Maketh  love  to  Ca?idour^ 
a?id  modeflly  co7tcludeth. 

HO  W  dearly  mortals  love  to  laugh  and  grin  ! 
Juft  as  t  ,ey  love  to  flufT  themfelves  to  chijz 
With  other  people's  meat — good  faving  fenfe! 
Becaufe  at  other  folks'  expence  ; 

But  turn  the  laugh  on  the^n — how  chang'd  their  notes  \ 
*'•  O  damn  'em!   this  is  ferious— cut  their  throats,!" 

Wit 
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Wit,  fays  an  author,  that  I  do  not  know, 

Is  like  time's  fcythe — cuts  down  both  friend  and  toe ; — 

Ready  each  objedl,   tyger-like  to  leap  on! 

"  Lord!  what  a  butcher  this  fame  ic'/V/  thank  God! 

(A  critic  cries)  in  Mafter  Pindar's  Ode, 
We  fpy  th'  effed;  of  no  fuch  daii^ei'ous  isoeapo??.'' 

No  Sir — 'tis  dove-ey'd  CANDOUR's  charms, 

I  woo  to  thefe  defiring  arms ; 

She  is  my  Goddess — to  her  flirine  I  bend: 

NYMPH  of  the  voic€,  that  beats  the  morning  lark, 
Sweet  as  the  dulcet  note  of  either  Park*, 

Be  thou  my  fof  t  companion  and  my  friend . 


Thy  lovely  hand,  my  Pegafus  fhall  guide, 
And  teach  thy  modejl  pupil  how  to  ride-:  . 
Thus  {liall  I  hurt  not  any  groupe-compofej-s. 
From  Sarah  Benwell's  briijlj,  to  Mary  Mozer's  f . 


*  Two  brothers  of  the  moft  diftingiiifhed  merit  on  the  Oboe 


t3^ 


f  The  lad  of  thofe  Ladies,  an  R.  A.  by  means  of  a.  Jublime  pidlure  of  a 
plate  of  Gooseberries  —the  other  in  ho^es  of  Academic  honours,  through 
an  equal  degree  of  merit. 


ODE 


[     44     ] 


ODE       XVIII. 


T'he  judicious  Peter  giveth  mojl  whohfome  Advice  to  Lajid- 

fcape  Painters, 

WHATE'ER  your  wifli,  in  Landfcape  to  excel, 
London's  the  very  place  to  mar  it ; 
Believe  the  oracles  I  tell, 

There's  very  little  Landfcape  in  a  Garret, 
Whate'er  the  flocks  of  Fleas  you  keep, 
'lis  badly  copying  them  for  Goats  and  Sheep  "^ 
And,  if  you'll  take  the  Poet's  honeft  word, 
A  Bug  muft  make  a  miferable  Bird. 

A  Riijh-light  winking  in  a  bottle's  neck, 

111  reprefents  the  glorious  Orb  of  Mornj 

Nay,  tho'  it  were  a  Candle  with  a  wick^ 
'Twould  be  a  reprefentative  forlorn, 

I  think  too,  that  a  man  would  be  a  fool, 
For  Trees^  to  copy  legs  of  a  Joint-Jlool; 

Or  ev'n  by  them  to  reprefent  a  Stump  : 
As  alfo  Broofn-Jlicks^- —which  tho'  well  he  rig 
Each  with  an  old  fox-colour  d  Wig^ 

Muft:  make  a  very  poor  Autumnal  Clump. 

You'll 
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You'll  (liy — *'  Yttfuch  ones^  oft  a  penon  fees 

In  many  an  Artift's  Trees ; 

And  in  fomc  Paintings,   wc  have  all  behe'd ; 

Green  Bays  hath  fnrely  fat  for  a  green  Field ; 

Bolfters  for  Mountains,    Hills,   and  wheaten  Mows  ; 

Cats  for  Ram-goats  \ — and  Curs,  for  Bulls,  and  Cows." 


All  this,   my  Lads,   I  freely  grant ; — 

But  better  things  from  You,   I  want. 

As  Shakespeare  fays,   (a  Bard  I  much  approve) 

*  Lift^  lifty  Oh!  liji^ — if  thou  dofl:  Painting  love, 

Claude  painted  in  the  open  air! — 
Therefore  to  Wales  at  once  repair ; 
Where  fcenes  of  true  magnificence  you'll  find : 
Befides  this  great  advantage — ^if  in  debt, 
You'll  have  with  creditors  no  tete-a-tete: 

So  leave  the  bull-dog  Bailiffs  all  behind'^ 
Who,  hunt  you,  with  what  nofe  they  mayj 
Muft  hunt  for  needles  in  a  JIack  of  hay. 


M  ODE 
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ODE       XIX. 

"Tlje  Poet  h'mteth  to  Artijls  the  value  of  Time, 

TH  E  Man  condemn'd  on  Tyburn  tree  to  fwing^ 
Deems  fuch  a  fliovv,  a  very  dtilliJJj  thing; 
He'd  rather  a  Spectator  be,   I  ween, 
Than  the  fad  Actor  in  the  fcene. 

He  blames  the  Law's  too  rigid  refolution, — 
If  with  a  beef-fteak  ftomach, — in  his  prime. 
Lord,  with  what  7'everence  he  looks  on  time  ! 

And,   mod  of  all — the  hour  of  execution  ! 
And  as  the  cart  doth  to  the  tree  advance. 
How  wonder ous  will'mg  to  poftpone  the  Dance  ! 

Believe  me.  Time's  of  monftrous  ufe; 
But,  ah !   how  fubjed:  to  abufe  ! 
It  feems  that  with  him,  folks  were  often  cloyd', 
I  do  pronounce  it.   Time's  a  public  good, 
Juft  like  a  youthful  Beauty — to  be  woo  d^ 
Made  much  of,   and  be  properly  enjoy 'd. 

Time's  fand  is  wonderfully  fmall : 

It  flips  between  the  fingers  in  a  hurry  ; 

Therefore,   on  each  young  Artift  let  me  call. 
To  prize  it  as  an  Indian  does  his  Curry*', 

Whether  his  next  rare  Exhibition  be 

Amidft  the  great  R.  A.'s, — or  on  a  Tree. 

*  An  univerfal  food  in  the  Eaft  Indies. 

ODE 


C     47     ] 


ODE      XX. 

The  tmfo?'ttinate  Peter  latnenteth  the  lofs  of  aft  hnportafit 
Ode  by  Rats — He  prayeth  devoutly  for  the  Rats. 

ZJI ATU S   7naxime  defendus  ! 

I've  loft  an  Ode  of  charming  praife ; 

From  like  misfortune,   Heav'n  defend  us ! 
The  fweeteft  of  my  Lyric  Lays ! 

Where  many  a  youthful  artift  flione  with  fame, 

Like  his  own  pidures  in  a  fine  gilt  frame. 

Perdition  catch  the  roguifh  rats ! 

Their  trembling  limbs  fhould  fill  the  maws  of  cats, 

Were  I  to  be  their  fole  Ad  viler : 

Vermin !  like  trunk-makers  and  paftry-cooks, 
Dealing  in  legions  of  delightful  books, 

Yet  with  the  learniftgy  not  a  whit  the  wifer. 

Thank  G — d!   the  Ode  unto  Myself,  they  fpard^ 

And,   lo  !  the  lucky  labour  of  the  Bard. 


ODE 
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ODE       XXL 

r^     M  Y  S  E  L  F. 

The  exalted  Peter  wijheth  to  make  the  gaping  world  ac- 
quainted with  the  place  of  his  nativity; — but  bef ore- 
he  can  get  an  anfwer  from  himfelf,  he  mofl  fublimely 
btirjls  forth  into  an  addrefs  to  Mef2?iygizzy  and  Moufe- 
hole^  two  fping  towns  in  Cornwall — the  firjl  celebrated 
for  Pilchards  y  the  I  aft  for  giving  birth  to  Dolly  Pen^ 
treath — The  Poet  praifeth  the  Honourable  Daines  Bar- 
rington^  and  Pilchards — Forgetteth  the  place  of  his 
nativity^  and^  like  his  great  a?tceJior  of  Thebes^  leaveth 
his  readers  in  the  dark. 

OTHOU  \  wliofe  daring  works  iiiblime 
Defy  the  rudefl:  rage  of  time, 
Say  ! — for  the  world  is  with  conjedure  dizzy, 
Did  Moufehole  give  thee  birth,  or  Mennygizzy  ? 


HAIL  Mennygizzy  !  what  a  town  of  notef 

Where  boats,    and  men,,  and  ftinks,  and  trade  are 
ftirrina ; 

Where  pilchards  come  in  myriads  to  be  caught; 

Pilchard !  a  thoufand  times  as  good's  a  herring. 

Pilchard  \ 
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Pilchard!   the  idol  of  the  Popifli  nation! 
Hail  little  inftrument  ol   vaft  il^lvation  ! 
Pilchard,   I  ween,   a  mod  foul-laving  fifli, 

On  \vhich  the  Catholicks  in  Lent  are  crammd'y 
Who,   had  they  not,   poor  fouls,   this  lucky  difli, 

Would  fePj  eat,  and  be  confequently  dam?id. 
Pochards !  whofe  bodies  yield  the  fragrant  oil, 
A^  make  the  London  lamps  at  midnight  fmile ; 
Which  lamps,   widc-fpreading  falutary  light. 
Beam  on  the  wandering  BEAUTIES  of  the  night. 
And  fliow  each  gentle  youth,  their  cheek's  deep  rofes. 
And  tell  him  whether  they  have  eyes  and  nofes. 

Hail  Moufehole !   birth-place  of  old  Doll.  Pentreath  *, 
The  laji  who  jabber'd  Cornifli — fo  fays  Daines, 
Who  bat-like  haunted  ruins,  lane,   and  heath. 

With  Will  o'  Wifp,   to  brighten  up  his  brains. 
Daines !   who  a  thoufand  miles,   unwearied  trots 
For  bones,   brafs  farthings,  afhes,    and  old  pots. 
To  prove  that  folks  of  old,  like  tis^  were  made 
With  heads,   eyes,   hands,  and  toes,   to  drive  a  trade. 

*  A  very  old  woman  of  Moufeliole,  fuppofed  {falfely  liowever)  to  have  been 
the  lajl  who  fpoke  the  Cornilh  language.  The  honourable  Antiquarian, 
Daines  Barrington,  Efq.  journeyed,  Ibme  years  fincc,  from  London,  to  the 
Land's-end,  to  converfe  with  this  wrinkled,  y«t  delicious  nior^eau.  He  en- 
tered Moufehole  in  a  kind  of  triumph,  and  peeping  into  her  hut,  exclaimed, 
with  all  the  fire  of  an  enraptured  Lover,  in  die  language  of  the  famous  Greek 
Philofopher, — "eureka!"  The  coupled  kiffed  — Doll,  foon  after,  gabbled — 
Daines  liftened  with  admiration — committed  her  fpeeches  to  paper,  not  ven- 
turing to  truft  his  memory  with  Jo  much  treajiire.  The  tranfaftion  was  an- 
nounced to  the  Society — the  Journals  were  enriched  with  their  Dialogues — 
the  old  Lady's  pidture  was  ordered  to  be  taken  by  the  moft  eminent  Artift, 
and  the  honourable  Member  to  be  publicly  thanked  for  the  Discovery  ! 

N  ODE 
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ODE     xxir. 

Peter  concludes  his  Odes — Seepis  hu7igry—ExpoJlulates 
'with  the  Reader- --And  gets  the  J}  art  of  the  I  florid, 
by  ftrjl  praifing  his  own  Works. 

TO  M  Southern  to  John  Dryden  went  one  day, 
To  buy  a  head  and  tail-piece  for  his  Play : — 
*'  Thomas,"  quoth  John,  "  I've  fold  my  goods  too  cheapo 
So,  if  you  pleafe,  my  price  fliall  take  a  leap^^ 

O  Reader,   look  me  gravely  in  the  face; — 

Isn't  that  with  7?ie  and  thee  the  cafe  ? 

For  this  Year's  Odes  I  charge  thee  half-a-crown ; 

So,   without  grumbling  put  thy  money  down  : 

For  things  arc  defperately  ris'n,   good  Lord  ! 

Fifh,  flefli,   coals,   candles,   window-lights  and  board. 

Why  fliould  not  charming  Poetry  then  rife? 

That  comes  fo  dev'lifli  far  too — from  th^  Jkies ! 

And,  lo !  the  verfes  that  adorn  this  page, 

Beam,  comet-like,  alas  1  but  once  an  age. 


FINIS. 


The 
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LYRIC      ODES. 


ODE     I. 

Peter  talh  of  rejigning   the   Laureatjhip •-— He  fropheji" 

eth  the   Triumph  of  the  Artists    on  his   Refgnation^^ 

The   Artists    alfo   prophefy,   to  Peter's    difadvantage 

—Peter's  lafi    Comfort s,  fhould  their  prophefy  bs  fuU 

filed, 

P 

A  ETER,  like  fam'd  Christina,  Queen  of  Sweden^ 

Who  thought  a  wicked  Court  was  not  an  Eden^ 
This  year,  refigns  the  laurel  crown  for  ever ! 

What,  all  the  fam'd  Academicians  wifh; 

No  more  on  painted  fowl,  and  flefh,  and  filh> 
He  fhows  the  world  his  carving  ikill  fo  clever» 
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Brafs,  iron,  woodwork,  ftone,  In  peace  fliall  reft— 
*'  Thank  God  !"  exclaim  the  works  of  Mr.  West. 

*'  Thank  God!"  the  works  of  Loutherbourg  exclaim — 
For  guns  of  critics,  no  ignoble  game — 
"  No  longer  now  afraid  of  rhiming  praters, 
"  Shall  we  be  clirift'ned  tea-hoards,  var7iiJlD  d  <■>£ alters  : 
**  No  verfe  fhall  fwear  that  ours  are  j^^^-^<3^r<i^  rocks, 
•"  Our  trees,  brafs  wigs  j  and  mops^  our  fleecy  flocks. 

**..Thank  Heav'nl"  exclaims  Rigaud,  with  fparkling  eyes — - 

*'  Then  fhall  my  pidlures  in  importance  rife, 

*'  And  fill  each  gaping  mouth  and  eye  with  wonder." 

Monfieur  Rigaud, 

It  may  be  fo, 
To  think  thy  ftars  have  made  fo  ftrange  a  blunder, 
That  bred  to  /^/;^/,— the  genius  of  a  glazier  : 
Thatfpoil'd,  to  make  a  Dauber,  a  good  brazier. 

None 
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None  but  thy  partial  tongue  (believe  my  lays) 
Can  dare  ftand  forth  the  herald  of  thy  praife  : 
Could  FAME  applaud,  whofe  voice  my  verfc  reveres. 
Justice  fliould  break  her  trump  about  her  ears. 

"  Thank  Heav'nl"  cries  Mr.  Garvy  ;  and  "  Thank  God  1" 

Cries  Mr.  Copley,  *'  that  this  man  of  ode, 

*'  No  more.  Barbarian-like,  fhall  o'er  us  ride  : 
"  No  more  like  beads,  in  nafly  order  flrung, 
"  And  round  the  waift  of  this  vile  Mohawk  hung, 

«'  Shall  Academic  fcalps  indulge  his  pride. 

**  No  more  hung  up  in  this  dread  fellow's  rhime, 
**  Which  he  moft  impudently  calls  fublimCy 

*'  Shall  we,  poor  inoffenfive  fouls, 

'*  Appear  juft  like  fo  many  moles, 
'*  Trapp'd  in  an  orchard,  garden,  or  a  field ; 

**  Which  MOLE-CATCHERS  fufpcnd  on  trees, 

"  To  fhow  their  titles  to  their  fees, 
•*  Like  Doctors,  paid  too  often  for  t\\Q  kiird," 

Pleas'd 
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Picas 'd  that  no  more  my  verfes  (hall  annoy : 

Glad  that  my  blifler  odes  fliall  ceafe  their  flinging  5, 

Each  wooden  figure's  mouth  expands  with  joy- 
Hark!  how  they  all  break  forth  in  fmging! 

In  boaftful  founds  the  grinning  artists  cry-, 

**  Lo !   Peter's  hour  of  infolence  is  o'er : 

•*  His  mufe  is  dead — his  lyric  pump  is  dry— 

•*  His  odes,  like  llinking  fifti,  not  worth  a  groat  a  fcore. 

"  Art  thou,  then,  weak,  like  uS;,  thou  fnarling  fniv'Uer  ?r 

**  Art  thou  like  one. of  us,  thou  lyric  driv'ller? 

**  Our  Kings  and  Queens  in  glory  now  fliail  lie, 

"  Each  unmolefled,  fleeping  in  his  frame  ,- 
**  Gur  ponds,  our  lakes,  our  oceans,  earth,  and  fky, 
**  No  longer  fcouted,  fhall  be  put  to  ftiame  : 
No  poet's  rage  ihall  root  our  flumps  and  flumplingSj 
•  And  fwear  our  clouds  are  flying  apple-dumplings  : 

Fame  fhall  proclaim  how  well  our  plumtrees  bud, 
*•  And  found  the  merits  of  our  marie  and  mud 0 


(( 


«.( 


Our 


Our  oaks,  brufliwood,  and  our  lofty  elms, 

A. 

No  jingling  tyrant's  wicked  rage  o'erwhelms. 

Now  this  vile  FELLER  is  laid  low  : 
In  peace  fhall  our  ftone-hedges  fleep. 
Our  huts,  our  barns,  our  pigs  and  fheep. 

And  wild -fowl,  from  the  eagle  to  the  crow. 

They  who  ftiall  fee  this  Peter  in  the  ftreet. 
With  fearlefs  eye  his  front  fhall  meet, 

And  cr}^   "  Is  this  the  man  of  keen  remark? 
,,  Is  this  the  wight?"  fhall  be  their  taunting  fpeech; 
*'  A  dog  !  who  dar'd  to  fnap  each  artifl's  breech, 

*'  And  bite  Academicians  like  a  fhark  ? 


"  He  whofe  broad  cleaver  chopp'd  the  fons  of  paint : 
*'  Crufh'd  like  a  marrowbone  each  lovely  faint ; 

**  Spar'd  not  the  very  clothes  about  their  backs : 
*'  The  little  duck-wing'd  cherubims  abus'd, 
"  That  could  not  more  inhumanly  be  us'd, 

«  Poor  lambkins !  had  they  fall'namongfl the  blacks. 

B  Ue, 
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'*  He,  once  fo  furious,  foon  fhall  want  relief, 
"  Stak'd  through  the  body,  like  a  paltry  thief. 

**  How  art  thou  fall'n,  O  Cherokee !"  they  cry  ; 

*'  How  art  thou  fall'n  !"  the  joyful  roofs  refound  j 
•'  Hell,  fhall  thy  body,  for  a  rogue,  furround, 
**  And  there,  for  ever  roafling,  may'ft  thou  lie  : 
**   Like  Dives  may'ft  thou  flretch  in  fires  along, 
"  Refirs'd  one  drop  of  drink  to  cool  thy  tongue.'*^ 

Ye  goodly  gentlemen,  reprefs  your  yell. 

Your  hearty  wifhes  for  my  health  reflrain  ; 

For  if  our  works  can  put  us  into  h-Il, 

Kind  Sirs !  we  certainly  fhall  meet  again  : 

Nay,  what  is  worfe,  I  really  don't  know  whether 
We  mufl  not  lodge  in  x\\Q.fame  room  together. 


ODE 
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ODE    11. 

V'E.TE'R.  fogs  Academicians  and  Dinner  —  Pities  the  Prince 
OF  Wales — Duke  of  Orleans,  Duke  Fitzjames, 
Count  Lauzun,  Lords  Gaermarthen  and  Bes- 
BOROUGH,    &c.  —  and  praifcs   Mr.   Weltjie  —  Excul- 

pates    the   President  —  Condemns   Sir  W.    Chambers 

and  the  Committee  for  their  bad  Managemefit — Peter 

talks  of  vifting  the  French  King  and  the  Duke  of  Or- 
leans. 


W, 


HENE'ER  Academicians  run  aftray. 
Such  Ihould  the  moral  Peter's  fong  reclaim'- 

Of  paifity  this  ode  fhall  nothing  fmg  or  fay. 
My  eagle  fatire  darts  at  diff'rcJit  game — 

Againfl  decorUm I  abhor  a  fnner ; 

And  therefore  lafh  the  Academic  dinner,- 


Th^ 
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Til'  Academy,  tho'  marvelloufly  poor. 

Can  once  a  year  afford  to  eat : 
By  means  of  kind  donations  at  the  door. 

The  members  make  a  comfortable  treat. 
Like  Gipfas  in  a  barn,  around  their  King, 
That  annual  meet,  to  eat,  and  dance,  and  fing. 

A  feafl  was  made  of  flefli,  fiih,  tarts,  creams,  jellies, 
To  fuit  the  various  qualities  of  bellies  : 
Mine  grumbl'd  to  be  afk'd,  and  be  delighted  ; 
But  iscicked  Peter's  paunch  was  not  invited. 

Yet  tho'  no  meifage  waited  on  the  hardy 

With  compliments  from  Academic  names ; 

The  Prince  of  Wales  received  a  civil  card. 

His  Grace  of  Orleans  too,  and  Duke  Fitzjamesj 

Count  de  Lauzun,  and  Count  Conflan, 

A  near  relation  to  the  man, 

In 
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In  whofe  poor  fides  old  Hawke  once  fix'd  his  claws. 

Were  weicom  i  by  the  Academic  Lords, 

Either  by  writing,  or  by  words. 
To  come  and  try  the  vigour  of  their  jaws. 

Unfortunately  for  the  modefl  Dukes, 

The  nimble  artifts,  all  with  greyhound  looks, 

Fell  on  the  meat,  with  teeth  prodigious  able  ; 
Seiz'dj  of  the  Synagogue^  the  higheji  places. 
And  left  the  poor /^r/or;^,  their  Gallic  Graces, 

To  nibble  at  the  bottom  of  the  table  / 

There  fat,  too,  my  good  Lord  Caermarthen, 
As  one  of  the  Canaille,  not  worth  a  farthing  I 
But  what  can  titles,  virtues,  at  a  feafl, 
Where  glory  waits  upon  the  greateji  beajl  f 

To  fee  a  flone-cutter  and  mafon 

High  mounted  o'er  thofe  men  of  quality  j 
By  no  means  can  our  annals  blazon 

For  feats  of  courtly  hofpitality. 

G  I've 
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I've  heard,  however,  one  or  two  were  tanners: 
Cra?iied — it  doth  not  much  improve  the  manners. 

They  probably,  in  anfwer,  may  declare. 

They  thought  the  feaft  juft  like  a  hunt ; 
In  which,  as  foon  as  ever  ftarts  the  hare. 

Each  Nimrodtnes,  to  be  firll  in  upon't: 

As  he's  the  greatejl^  'mid ft  the  howling  fufs, 
V^hojirji  can  triumph  o'er  poor  dying  puss» 

*  Peters  moft  juftly  rais'd  his  eyes  of  wonder. 
And  wanted  decently  to  give  them  grace ; 

But  bent  on  venfo?t  and  on  ittrbot-plunder^ 

A  clattering  peal  of  knives  and  forks  took  place : 

Spoons,  plates,  and  difhes,  ratling  round  the  table,    ' 
Produc'd  a  new  edition  of  old  Babel. 

*  A  refpeflable  Clergyman,  and  one  of  the  Academicians. 

They 
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They  had  no  ftomach,  o'er  a  Grace y  to  nod  ; 
Nor  time  enough  to  offer  thanks  to  God  : 
That  might  be  done,  they  wifely  knew. 
When  they  had  nothing  elfe  to  do. 

His  Highness  entering  fomewhat  rather  late. 

Could  fcarcely  find  a  knife,  or  fork,  or  plate : 

But  not  one  fingle  maiden  difh, 

Poor  gentleman !  of  flefh  or  fifh. 

Moil  woefully  the  pajlry  had  been  paw'd. 

And  trembling  jellies  barbaroufly  clawd. 

In  fhort,  my  gentle  readers,  to  amaza. 

His  HiGHHESs  pick'd  the  bones  of  the  R.  As. 

O  *Weltjie,  had  thy  lofty  form  been  there, 

And  feen  thy  Prince  fo  ferv'd  with  fcrap  and  flop. 

Thou  furely  wou'dft  have  brought  him  better  fare — 
A  warm  beef  fleake,  perchance,  or  mutton  chop. 

*  The  Prince's  German  Cook? 

Tiioi. 
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Thou  would'ft  have  fald,  "  De  Prence  of  Wales,  ^  C^/, 

*•  Do  too  muJJj  honour  to  be  at  der  feajl ; 
<<  Vera  he  cant  heb  von  beet  of  meat  dats  hot, 

"  But  treated  vid  de  bones  juji  like  a  beajf, 
**  De  Prence,  he  vas  too  great  to  fit  and  eat 
**  De  bones  and  leafings  of  de  meat ; 
**  And  munjh  vat  dirty  low-Iif'd  rogues  refufe^ 
**  By  Got  I  not  ft  to  vipe  de  Prence's  fhoes  /" 

Great  Befoorough's  Earl,  too,  came  off  fecond  bef ; 
His  murmuring  flomach  had  not  half  a  feaft ; 

And  therefore  it  was  natural  to  mutter  : 
To  redify  the  fault,  with  joylefs  looks. 
His  Lordftiip  bore  his  belly  off  to  Brookes, 

Who  filled  the  grumbler  up  with  bread  and  butter. 

Sirs !  thofe  manoeuvres  were  extremely  coarfe — 
This  really  was  the  effence  of  ill-breeding  : 

Not  for  your  fouls  could  you  have  treated  worfe, 
Bum-bailiffs,  by  this  dog-like  mode  of  feeding. 

Grant 
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Grant,  you  eclips'd  a  pack  of  hounds,  with  glee 
Purfuing,  in  full  cry,  the  fainting  game — 

Surpafs'd  them,  too,  in  gobling  down  the  prey  : 
Still,  Great  R.  As.,  I  tell  you  'twas  a/bame  : 

Grant,  each  of  you  the  wond'rous  man  cxcell'd. 
Who  beat  a  butcher's  dog  in  eating  tripe ; 

And  that  each  paunch  with  gutling  was  fo  fwe/I'd, 
Not  One  bit  more  could  pafs  your  fwallow-pipe  : 

Grant,  that  you  dar'd  i\xQ\\  Jluffing  feats  difplay. 
That  not  a  foul  of  you  could  walk  away  : 
Sti'l,  'midft  the  triumphs  of  your  gobling  fame, 
I  tell  you,  Great  R.  As.,  it  was  2iJIjame, 

Grant,  you  were  greas'd  up  to  the  nofe  and  eyes. 

Your  cheeks  all  fhining  like  a  lantern's  horn. 
With  tearing  hams  and  fowls,  and  giblet  pies, 

And  ducks,  and  geefe,  and  pigeons  newly  born  :  . 

D  Tho' 
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Tho'  great,  in  your  opinion,  be  your  fame, 
I  tell  you.  Great  R.  As.,  it  v/as  -a.  p ante. 

This,  let  me  own — the  candour-loving  muse 
Moft  willingly  Sir  Joshua,  can  excufe. 

Who  tries  the  nation's  glory  to  increafe ;. 
Whofe  genius  rare,  is  very  feldom  nodding. 
But  deep,  on  painting  fubjedls,  plodding 

To  rival  Italy  and  Greece. 

But  pray,  *Sir  William,  what  have  you  to  fay? 
No  fuch  impediment  is  in  your  way : 

Genius  can't  hurt  your  etiquette  attention; 
And  Meffieurs  Tyler,  Wilton,  and  Rigaud, 
Have  you  a  genius  to  impede  you  ? — No  I 

Nor  many  a  one  befides  that  I  could  mention. 

This  year  (God  willing)  I  fhall  vifit  France, 

And  tafte  of  Louis,  Grand  Monarque  !  the  prog? 

His  Grace  of  Orleans,  fo  kind,  perchance^ 
May  afk  me  to  his  houfe  to  pick  a  frog  r 

*  Sir  W.  Chambers, 


And 
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And  yet,  what  right  have  /  to  vifit  there  f 
To  fee  a  man  fo  vilely  treated  here. 

Ye  Royal  Artists,  at  yom  future  feafts, 

I  fear  you'll  make  their  Graces  downright  Daniels 

And  as  the  Prophet  din'd  amongft  wild  beajls. 

The  Dukes  will  join  yo\\x  pointers  and  yoMt  fpanieho 


ODE 
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ODE    III. 

Peter  glveth  fage  Advice  to  mercenary  Artifls^  and  telleth  a 
mojl  dehEiable  Story  of  a  Country  Bumpkin  a?2d  a  Peripa- 
tetic Razor-feller* 

Jl    ORBE  AR,  my  friends,  to  facrlfice  your  fame 
To  fordid  gain,  unlefs  that  you  are  flarving  : 

I  own  that  hunger  will  indulgence  claim 

For  hard  ftoneheads,  and  landfcape  carving. 

In  order  to  make  hafte  to  fell  and  eat  j 

For  there  is  certainly  a  charm  in  meat : 

And  in  rebellious  tones,  will  flomachs  fpeak, 

That  have  not  tailed  victuals  for  a  week. 

But  yet  there  are  a  mercenary  crew. 

Who  value  fame  no  more  than  an  old  ftioe ; 

Provided  for  their  daubs,  they  get  a  fale  ; 

Juft  like  the  man but  llay — I'll  tell  the  tale. 

A  fel- 
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A  fellow  In  a  market  town, 
Moll  mufical,  cried  razors  up  and  down, 

And  offer'd  twelve  for  eighteen  pence; 
Which  certainly  feem'd  wondrous  cheap, 
And  for  the  money,  quite  a  heap. 

As  ev'ry  man  wou'd  buy,  with  cafh  and  {Qnfc, 

A  country  bumpkin  the  great  offer  heard  : 

Poor  Hodge,  who  fuffer'd  by  a  broad  black  beard. 

That  feem'd  a  fhoe-brufh  fluck  beneath  his  nofe  ; 
With  chearfuhiefs  the  eighteen  pence  he  paid, 
And  proudly  to  himfelf,  in  whifpers,  faid, 

^'  This  rafcal  flole  the  razors,  I  fuppofe.'* 

No  matter  if  the  fellow  ^e  a  knave. 
Provided  that  the  razors  Jhave ; 

It  certainly  will  be  a  monftrous  prize  ; 
So  home  the  clown,  with  his  good  fortune,  went. 
Smiling  in  heart,  and  foul  content, 

And  quickly  foap'd  himfelf  to  ears  and  eyes, 

■  E  Being 
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Being  well  lather'd  from  a  difh  or  tub, 

Hodge  now  began  with  grinning  pain  to  grub^ 

Jufl  like  a  hedger  cutting  furze  : 
'Twas  a  vile  razor  1 — then  the  reft  he  try'd — . 
All  were  impoftors — "  Ah,"  Hodge  figh'd ! 

**  I  wilh  my  eighteen  pence  within  my  purfe.** 

In  vain  to  chace  his  beard.,  and  bring  the  graces. 

He  cut,  and  dug,  and  winc'd,  and  ftamp'd,  andfworej 

Brought  blood,  and  danc'd,  blafphem'd,  and  made  wry  faces,. 
And  curs'd  each  razor's  body  o'er  and  o'er : 

His  MUZZLE,  form'd  of  oppofttion  fluff. 
Firm  as  a  Foxite,  would  notlofe  its  ruff; 

So  kept  it — laughing  at  the  fteel  and  fuds  i 
Hodge  in  a  paffion,  ftretch'd  his  angry  jaws. 
Vowing  the  direft  vengeance,  with  clench'd  claws. 

On  the  vile  cheat  that  fold  the  goods, 

*'  Razors! 
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*^*  Razors !  a  damn'd  confounded  dog, 
Not  fit  to  fcrape  a  hog  1" 

Hodge  fought  the  fellow — found  him,  and  beguft— - 
*'  P'rhaps,  Mafter  Razor-rogue,  to  you  'tis  fun. 

That  people  flea  themfelves  out  of  their  lives  : 
You  rafcal ! — for  an  hour  have  I  been  grubbing. 
Giving  my  fcoundrel  whifkers  here  a  fcrubbing^ 

With  razors  juil  like  oyfter  knives : 

Sirrah !  I  tell  you,  you're  a  knave. 
To  cry  up  razors  that  cantfiavCo. 

**  Friend,"  quoth  the  razor-man,   "  I  am  no  knaves: 
As  for  the  razors  you  have  bought, 
Upon  my  foul  I  never  thought 
That  they  wou'd  Jhave^ 


*«  Not 
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"  Not  think  they'd  ihave!"  quothHodge,  with  wond'ring eyes. 
And  voice  not  much  unhke  an  Indian  yell ; 

'*  What  were  they  made  for  then,  you  dog  ?"  he  cries : 
"  Made !"  quoth  the  fellow,  with  a  fmile, — "  /o /e/I" 


ODE 
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ODE    IV. 

Peter  ohjerveth  the  Lex  Talionis. 

VV  EST  tells  the  world  that  Peter  cannot  rhime — 
Peter  declares  point  blank  y  that  West  cdivvt  paint- 
West  fwears  I've  not  an  atom  oi  fuhlime — 
/fwear,  he  hath  no  notion  of  ^  faint  -. 

And  that  his  crofs-wing'd  cherubhus  are  fowls, 
Baptlz'd  by  naturalifls,  owls  ■ 
Half  of  the  meek  apoftles,  gangs  of  robbers : 
His  angels,  fets  of  brazen-headed  lubbers. 

The  Holy  Scripture  fays,  *'  All  flefli  Is  grafs;" — - 
With  Mr.  Weft,  all  flefh  is  brick  and  brafs ; 
Except  his  horfe-flefti,  that  I  fairly  own 
Is  often  of  the  choiceft  Portland  llonc. 


I've 
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I've  fald  too,  that  this  artifl's  faces 
Ne'er  paid  a  vifit  to  the  Graces  : 

That  on  Exprejfwn,  he  can  never  brag : 
Yet  for  this  article  hath  he  been  ftudying  ; 
But  in  it,  never  could  furpafs  a  pudding — 

No,  gentle  reader,  nor  a  pudding  bag^ 

I  dare  not  fay  that  Mr.  West 

Cannot  found  criticifm  impart  i 
I'm  told  the  man  with  tech?ikals  is  blefl, 

That  he  can  talk  a  deal,  upon  the  art  ? 

Yes,  he  can  talk,  I  do  not  doubt  it — = 
*'  About  it,  goddefs,  and  about  it!" 

Thus,  then,  is  Mr.  West  deferving  praife— 
And  let  my  juftice  the  fair  Laud  afford  v 

For,  lo  !  this  far-fam'd  artift  cuts  both  ways  ; 
Exadly  like  the  angel  Gabriel's  /word : 


The' 
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The  beauties  of  the  ait,  his  C07jverfe  fliows : 
His  canvafsi  ahnoil  ev'ry  thing  that's  bad  ! 

Thus  at  th'  Academy,  we  muft  fuppofe 

A  man  more  ufeful^  never  could  be  had  : 

Who  in  himfelf,  a  hoj7y  fo  much  can  do ; 
Who  is  both  precept  and  example  too  1. 


ODE 
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O  D  E     V. 

Great  Advice  is  given  to  Gentlemeji  Authors — To  Mr.  Webb 
a7id  Afr.  H.  Walpole  particula?  ly — Peter  taketh  the  Fart 
of  Lady  Lucan — Showeth  wonder  fa  I  Knowledge  i?t  the  Art 
of  Painting  —  Ad/ninifireth  Oil  of  Fool,  vulgarly  called 
Praifey  to  the  Squire  of  Strawberry  Hill. 

Astronomers  fhouia  treat  of  ftars  and  comets, 

Phyficlans  of  the  bark  and  vomits  : 

Of  apoplexies  thofe  light  troops  of  death. 

That  life  no  ceremony  with  our  breath  ; 

Ague  and  dropfy,  jaundice  and  catarrh. 

The  grim-look  Tyrant's  heavy  horfe  of  war. 

Farriers  fhould  write  on  farcys  and  the  glanders : 

Bug-Do6lors  only  upon  bed-diforders : 
Farmers  on  land,  ploughs,  pigs,  ducks,  geefe  and  ganders : 

Nightmen  alone,  on  aromatic  ordures  : 

The 
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The  Artlfls  fhould  on  painting  folely  write  : 
Like  David,  then  they  may  '  good  thinks  indite.' 

But  when  the  mob  of  gentleftien^ 

Break  on  their  province  and  take  up  the  pen. 

The  Lord  have  mercy  on  the  art ! 

I'm  fure  their  goofe-quills  can  no  light  impart. 

This  verfe  be  thine,  *  Squire  Webb — it  is  thy  due. 
Pray,  Mr.  Horace  \  Walpole,  what  think  you  f 

Horace,  thou  art  a  man  of  taile  and  fenfe. 
Then  don't,  oi  folly,  be  at  fuch  expence  : 
Do  not  to  ;|;  Lady  Luc  an  pay  fuch  court — 
Her  wifdom  furely  will  not  thank  thee  for't — 


*  Author  of  a  Treatife  on  Painting,  who  feems  to  difplay  more  erudition  than 
fcience. 

■f-  A  gentleman  well  known  in  the  literary  world,  an  amateur  in  the  Graphic 
line. 

X  A  Lady  of  great  ingenuity  in  the  miniature  department. 

.      G  Ah ! 
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Ah  I  a'on't  endeavour  thus  to  dupe  her,  . 
By  fvvearing  that  fhc  equals  *  Cooper. 

So  grofs  the  flattery,  ft  feems  to  fhovv 
That  verily  thou  dofl:  not  know 

The  pow'rs  requir'd  for  copying  a  piSiurCf 
And  thofe  for  copying  Dame  Nature  : 
Alas !  a  much  more  arduous  matter ! 

So  don't  expofe  thyfelf,  but  mind  my  flrid^ure, 

Thoul't  fay  it  was  mere  compliment : 
That  nothing  elfe  was  thy  intent, 

Altho'  it  might  difgrace  a  boy  at  fchool : 
I  grant  the  fadl,  and  think  that  no  man 
Says  or  writes  fiJlier  things  to  woman  ; 

But  flill  'tis  making  each  of  you,  a  foal. 

Yet, Horace,  think  not  that  I  write 
Through  fpite : 

*  A  famous  miniature  painter  in  the  time  of  CromweU. 

Think 
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Think  not  I  read  thy  works  with  jealous  pain  : 
Lorrl !   no,  thou  art  a  favourite  with  tite  : 
I  think  thee  one  of  tn,  un  bel  efprit — 

By  heav'ns !   I  like  the  windmill  of  thy  brain  i 
It  is  a  pretty  and  ingenious  mill : 
Long  may  it  grind  on  Strawb'rry  Hill. 


ODE 
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ODE    VI. 


Peter  Jlill  continuetb  to  give  great  Advice,  a?2d  to  exhibit  deep 
RcjleElion — He  telleth  a  miraculous  Story, 

X  HERE  is  a  Tinach.  in  doing  many  a  thing. 
Which  labour  cannot  to  perfedion  bring : 
Therefore,  however  great  in  your  own  eyes. 
Pray  do  not  hints  from  other  folks,  defpife  : 

Ay£'£?/onfomethIng  great,  at  times,  may  ftumble. 

And  confequently  be  a  good  advifer : 
On  which,  for  ever,  your  wife  men  may  fumble. 

And  never  be  a  whit  the  wifer. 

Yes!   I  advife  you,  for  there's  wifdom  in't, 

Never  to  be  fuperior  to  a  h^nt — 
V 

The 
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The  genius  of  each  man,  with  keenefs  view-— 
A  Jparki  from  this,  or  t'other,  caught. 
May  kindle,  quick  as  thought, 

A  glorious  bonjlre  up,  in  you. 

A  queftion  of  you,  let  me  beg — 

Of  fam'd  Columbus  and  his  egg, 
Pray,  have  you  heard  ?     "  Yes." — O,  then  if  you  pleafe^ 
I'll  give  you  the  two  Pilgrims  and  the  Peas. 


H  The 


A 
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The     PILGRIMS    and    the    PEAS. 


yi  true  Story. 


Brace  of  finners  for  no  /y  W, 
Were  ordered  to  the  Virgin  Mary's  flirine. 
Who  at  Loretto,  dwelt  in  wax,  flone,  wood, 

And  in  a  fair  white  wig,  look'd  wond'rous  fine. 

Fifty  long  miles  had  thofe  fad  rogues  to  travel 

With  fomething  in  their  (hoes,  much  vvorfe  than  gravel : 

In  {liort,  their  toes  ^o  gentle,  to  amufe ; 

ThePR.iEST  had  ordered  peas  into  their  (lioes: 

A  noj}ru7n  famous  in  old  Popifh  times 
For  purifying  fouls,  that  flunk  of  crimes : 

A  fort  of  apoflolic  fait, 

That  Popifh  parfons  for  its  powers  exalt 


I 


4 

For 
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For  keeping  fouls  of  CmnevSt^/weef, 
Jiift  as  our  kitchen  fait  keeps  meat* 

The  knaves  fat  off  on  the  fame  day, 
Peas  in  their  fhoes,  to  go  and  pray : 

But  very  diff'rent  was  their  fpeed,  I  wot : 
One  of  the  finners  gallop'd  on. 
Light  as  a  bullet  from  a  gun  ; 

The  other  limp'd,  as  if  he  had  been  JLof* 

One  faw  the  Virgin  foon — peccavi  cried — 
Had  his  foul  whitewafh  d  all  fo  clever; 

Then  home  again  he  nimbly  hied. 

Made  tit,  with  faints  above,  to  live  for  ever. 


In  coming  back,  however,  let  me  fay. 
He  met  his  brother  rogue,  about  half  way — 
Hobling  with  outftretch'd  bum  and  bending  knees  j 
Damning  the  fouls  and  bodies  of  the  peas : 


His 
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His  eyes  in  tears,  his  cheeks  and  brows  in  fweat, 
Deep  fj-mpathizing  with  his  groaning  feet, 

**  How  now,"  the  hght-toed,  whitewafh'd  pilgrim,  brok 

"   You  lazy  lubber!" 
*'  Ods  curfe  it/'  cried  the  other,  •'  *tis  no  joke — 
*'   My  feet,  once  hard,  as  any  rock, 

"  Are  now  as  foft  as  blubber » 

<«  Excufe  me.  Virgin  Mary,  that  I  fwear — 
*'  As  for  Loretto  I  fhall  not  get  there  ; 
**  No  !  to  the  Dev'l  my  finful  foul  muft  go^ 
*'  For  damme  if  I  ha'nt  loft  ev'ry  toe. 


**  But,  brother  finner,  do  explain 
*'  How  'tis  that  you  are  not  in  pain: 

*'  What  Pow'p.  hath  work'd  a  wonder  for  yotir  toes  i 
*'  Whiift  /,  juft  like  a  fnail,  am  crawling, 
*'  Now  fwearing,  now  on  Saints  devoutly  bawling, 

'*  Whiift  not  a  rafcal  comes  to  eafe  my  woes  ? 

How 
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<«  How  is't  that  you  can  like  a  greyhound  go, 

<«  Merry,  as  if  that  nought  had  happen'd,  burn  ye  I" 
<<  Why,"  cried  the  other  grinning,   "  you  muft  knowy 
**  That  juft  before  I  ventur'd  on  my  journey, 
"   To  walk  a  little  more  at  eafe, 
««  I  took  the  liberty  to  boil  mji  peas." 


E  GDE 
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ODE     Vil. 


Peter      gr'inneth. 


Y, 


OUNG  men,  be  cautious  of  each  critic  word. 
That  blafphemous  may  much  offence  afford — 

I  mean,  that  wounds  an  ancient  matter's  fame : 
At  Titian,  Guido,  Julio,  Veronefe, 
Your  Icngrh'ning  phiz,  let  admiration  feize. 

And  throw  up  both  your  eyes  at  Raphael's  name* 

Ev'n  by  a  printfhop  ftiould  you  chance  to  pafs, 
Revere  their  efEgy  infide  the  glafs : 

Jufl  as  with  Papifls,  the  religious  care  is 
In  churches,  lanes,  to  bend  their  marrow-bones 
To  b-ies-wax  faints,  bon-dieux  of  flones, 

Aud  beech,  or  deal,  or  wainfcot  Virgin  Marys. 

Whate'er 
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I 

Whate'er  their  errors,  they  no  more  remain. 
For  Time,  liiie  Fuller's  earth,  takes  out  each  ftain : 
Nay  more — on  faults,  that  7?iQdern  iswrks  wou'd  tarnifh. 
Time  fpreads  a  facred  coat  of  varnifh. 

Spare  not  on  brother  artifls  backs,  the  lafti ; 
Put  a  good  wire  in't — let  it  JIaJh ; 

Since  ev'ry  flroke  with  int'teft  is  repaid : 
For  though  you  cannot  kill  the  man,  outright ; 
Yet  by  this  effort  of  your  rival  fpite. 

Fifty  to  one,  if  you  don't  fpoil  his  trade. 

His  ruins  may  be  feathers  for  your  nefl— 
The  maxim's  not  amifs — probatum  efi» 


ODE 
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ODE     VIII. 


y 


The  Poet  enquires  into  the  State  of  the  Exhibition  — Z//2/?)^j 
Father  Time  for  making  great  Geniufes,  and  deflroying 
the7n  —  Praifes  Reynolds  —  Faiicies  a  very  curious  Dia- 
logue beeween  King  Alexander,  and  the  Deer  the 
SubjeSi  of  Mr,  West's  PiEiure —  Turns  to  Mr,  West's 
RefurreSiion^ 

VV  ELL,  Mufe!   what  is  there  in  the  Exhibition? 

How  thrive  the  beauties  of  the  Graphic  art  ? 
Whofe  racing  genius,  feems  in  beft  condition 
For  Glory's  plate,  \oflartf 

Say  what  fly  rogues  old.  Fame  cajole  f 
Speak, — who  hath  brib'd  her  trumpet,  or  v^hoflokf 
For  much  is  prais'd  that  ought  in  fires  to  jnourn — 
Nay,  what  would  tvtk  difgrace  a  fire  to  burn- 

What 
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What  artlft  boafls  a  work  fublime. 

That  mocks  the  teeth  of  raging  Time  ? 

Old  fool  I  who  after  he  hath  form'd  with  pains, 

A  genius  rare. 

To  make  folks  Jiare, 

(Knocks  out  his  brains : 
Like  children,  dolls  creating  with  high  brags : 
Then  tearing  all  their  handy  works,  to  rags. 

Lol  Reynolds  fhlnes  with  undwi'mip^d  ray! 
Keeps,  hke  the  Bird  of  Jove,  his  diflant  way- 
Yet,  fimple  portrait  ftrikes  too  oft  our  eyes, 
Whilfl  Hist'ry,  anxious  for  his  pencil,  fighs: 

We  don't  defire  to  fee  on  canvafs  live. 

The  copy  of  a  jowl  of  lead  ; 
When  for  th'  original  we  wou'd  not  give, 

A  fmall  pin's  head. 

K  This 


.'..  :  ■[ 
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This  year,  of  picture,  Mr.  West 

Is  quite  a  Patagonian  maker- 
He  knows  that  hulk  is  not  a  jejl ; 

So  gives  us  painting  by  the  acre  i 


But  ah  !  this  artist's  brulh  can  never  brag 
Upon  King  Alexander  and  the  stag  : 

For  as  they  play'd  at  loggerheads,  a  rubber ; 
We  furely  ought  to  fee  a  handfome  battle, 
Between  the  Monarch  and  the  Piece  of  Cattle  : 

Whereas,  each  keeps  his  diftance,  like  a  lubber. 

His  Majesty  upon  his  breech  laid  low. 
Seems  preaching  to  his  horned  foe ; 

Obferving  what  a  very  wicked  thing 
To  hurt  the  facred  perfon  of  a  King  : 

And  feems,  about  his  bufinefs,  to  intreat  him 
To  fnarch,  for  fear  the  hounds  ihould  eat  .him. 


•%-t 


The 
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The  Stag  appears  to  fay  in  plaintive  note, 

"  I  own  King  Alexander,  my  offence : 

**  True!  I've  not  fhow'd  my  loyalty,  nor  fenfe  ; 

*'  So  bid  your  huntfman  come  and  cut  my  throat." 

The  cavalry  adorn'd  with  fair  ^one  bodies. 

Seem  on  the  dialogue  with  wonder,  flaring ; 

And  on  their  flinty  backs,  a  fet  of  NODDIES 

Not  one  brafs  farthing  for  their  MASTER,  caring^ 

Behold  !  one  fellow  lifcs  his  mighty  fpear 

To  fave  the  owner  of  the  Scottifh  Crown  j 

Which  harmlefs  hanging  o'er  the  gaping  deer, 
Seems  in  no  mighty  hurry  to  come  down. 

Another  on  a  Pegafus,  comes  flying  ! 
His  phiz,  his  err  and ^  much  belying ; 
For  if  he  means  to  hajle  the  beaft  fo  cruel, 
God  knows,  'tis  with  a  face  of  water-grueL 


So 
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So  then,  fweet  Mufe,  the  pidure  boafls  no  merit — 
As  flat  as  difh-water,  or  dead  fmall-beer — 

Or  what  the  mark,  is  tolerably  near ; 

As  heads  of  Aldermen,  devoid  of  fpirit. 

Well  then  !  turn  round — view  t'other  fide  the  room, 
And  fee  his  Saviour  mounting  from  the  tomb  : 
Is  this  piece  too  with  painting  fms  fo  cramm'd — 
Born  to  increafe  the  number  of  the  damndf 

My  fentiments  by  no  means  I  refufe — 

Was  our  Redeemer  like  that  wretched  thingf 

I  do  not  wonder  that  the  cunning  Jews 

Scorn'd  to  acknowledge  him  for  KING. 


ODE 


ODE    IX. 

Peter  inoralifeth,  and  giveth  good  Advice, 

JlLNVY  and  jealousy,  that  pair  of  devils, 
StufF'd  like  Pandora's  box  witii  wond'rous  evils, 
I  hate,  abhor,  abominate,  deteft : 
Like  Circe  turning  jnan  into  a  bcaji. 

Beneath  their  cankering  breath,  no  bud  can  blow  : 
Their  blackning  pow'r  refembles  fmut  in  corn, 
Which  kills  the  rifing  ears  that  fliould  adorn^ 

And  bid  the  vales  with  golden  plenty,  glow. 

Yet  fierce  in  yonder  dome,  each  demon  reigns : 
Their  poifon  fwells  too  many  an  artift's  veins : 
Draws  from  each  lab'ring  heart,  the  fearful  figh. 
And  cafls  a  fuUen  gloom  on  ev'ry  eye. 

L  Brushmen! 


[    43    ] 

Brushmen  I  accept  the  counfel  Peter  fends, 
Who  fcorns  th'  acquaaitance  of  this  brace  of  fieilds 

Should  any,  with  tinco?nmo?2  talents  tow'r : 
To  any,  is  fuperior  faience  giv'n — 

O,  let  the  weaker  feel  their  happy  pow'r : 
Like  plants,  that  triumph  in  the  dews  of  Heav'n. 

Be  pleas'd  like  Reynolds  to  diredl  the  blind: 
Who  aids  the  feeble  fault'ring  feet  of  youth  : 

Unfolds  the  ample  volume  of  his  mind 

With  genius  ftor'd  and  Nature's  fimple  truth: 

Who  tho'  a  Sun,  refembles  not  his  brother, 

Whofe  beams  fo  full  of  jealoufy  confpire. 

Whene'er  admitted  to  the  room — to  /mother 
The  humble  kitchen^  or  the  parlour  jire. 


OD 


T? 
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O  D  E    X. 

Peter  fpeakcih  figuratively  —  Accommodateth  himfelf  to  vul- 
gar Readers  —  Lapeth  Pretenders  to  Fa/ne  —  Co?7ciudeth 
merrily, 

Jl\.  Mcde/l  love  of  pralfe,  I  do  not  blame — 
But  I  abhor  a  Rape  on  Mistress  Fame — 
Altho'  the  Lady  is  exceeding  c/ja/?e ; 
Young  forward  bullies  feize  her  round  the  waill, 

Swear  nolens,  volens  that  (lie  fhall  be  hfs''d\ 
And  tho'  fhe  vows,  fhe  does  not  like  /^, 
Nay  threatens,  for  their  impudence  to  Jlrih  ^em^ 
The  faucy  rafcals  flill  ferjijl. 

Reader  !•— of  Images,  here's  no  confufion — 
Thou  therefore  underfland'll  the  bard's  allufion  5 

But 
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But  pojfibly  thou  haft  a  thkkijh  head'. 

And  therefore  no  vafi  quantities  of  brain- 
Why  then,  my  precious  Pig  of  Lead, 

'Tis  neceifary  to  explain. 

Some  ARTISTS,  \i  \  fo  may  call  'em. 

So  ignorant  (the  foul  fiend,  maul  'em !) 

Mere  drivlers  in  the  charming  art ; 

Are  vaftly  fond  of  being  prats  d: 

Wifh  to  the  flars,  like  Blanchard,  to  be  rais'd  : 

And  rais'd  they  Ihould  be,  reader — from  a  cart. 

If  difappointed  in  fome  Sten tor's  tongue  ; 
Upon  theinf elves,  they  pour  forth  profe  or  fong ; 

Or  buy  it  in  fome  venal  paper, 

And  then  heroically ^  vapour. 

What  prigs  to  immortality,  afpire. 

Who  flick  their  trafti  around  the  room ! — 
T'ra/lD  meriting  a  very  diff'reftt  doom, — 

I  mean  the  warmer  regions  of  the  Jire  ! 

Heav'n 


t     45     1 

Heav'n  knows,  that  I  am  anger'd  to  the  foul, 

To  find  fome  blockheads  of  their  works,  fo  vain — • 

So  ^roud  to  fee  them  hanging,  cheek  by  jowly 

With  *  hisy  whofe  pow'rs,  the  art's  high  fame,  fuftaini 

To  wond'rous  merit,  their  preteniion 

On  fuch  vicinity — -fufpenJio7i ; 
Brings  to  my  mind,  a  770t  unpkafant  ftory, 
Which,  gentle  readers,  let  me  lay  before  ye. 

A  Jljahby  fellow  chanc'd,  one  day,  to  meet 
The  British  Roscius  in  the  flreet: 

Garrick,  on  whom  our  nation  juftly  brags— 
The  fellow  hugg'd  him  with  a  kind  embrace — 
*'  Good  Sir,  I  do  not  recolledl  your  face," 

Quoth  Garrick — "  No  ?"  replied  the  man  of  rags. 

-*  The  Prefident. 

M  •'  The 
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"  The  boards  of  Drury,  you  and  /  have  trod 

"  Full  many  a  time  together,  I  am  fure— 
"  When  ?"  with  an  oath,  cried  Garrick — "  for  by  G— 
**  I  never  faw  that  face  o£  jours,  before!— 
"  What  charadlers,  I  pray, 
"  Did  jou  and  /  together  play  ?" 

"  Lord  !"  quoth  the  fellow,  <*  think  not  that  I  mock — 
"  When  you  play'd  Hamlet,  Sir, — /play'd  the  *Gock.'' 

*  In  the  Ghoft  Scene. 


ODE 
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O  D  E    XI. 

Peter  talketh  fenfibly,  «;;^  knowingly  —  recommmdeth  it  to 
ARTISTS  to  prefer  PiEiures  for  their  Merit  —  Difcovereth 
mufical  KnowledgCy  andpoweth^  that  he  not  only  hath  kept 
Company  with  Fid-lcrs,  but  Fiddk'Vazktxs  —  He  fatirizeth 
the  Vk\\do-Cog7jofce?tti  —  Praifeth  his  ingejiious  Neighbour 
Sir  Joshua. 

j3  E  not  impos'd  on  by  a  name ; 

But  bid  your  eye  the  pi6lure's  merit  trace : 
PoussiN  at  times  in  outline  may  be  lame^ 

And  GuiDo's  angels  deflitute  of  grace^ 

Yet  lo !  a  pi6lure  of  fome  famous  fchool :  '■ 

A  warranted  old  Daub  of  reputation, 
Where  charming  painting's  almofl  evry  rule 

Hath  fufFer'd  almofl  every  violation ; 

Oft 
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Oft  hath  been  gaz'd  at,  by  devouring  eyes. 
Where  Nature  banifli'd  from  the  pidure,  fighs. 

So  feme  old  Dutchess  as  a  badger  grey  : 
Her  fnags,  by  Time  fure  Dentist,  f?iatch'd  away» 
With  long,  lank,  flannel  cheeks ; 
Where  age  in  ev'ry  wrinkled -feature. 
Unto  the  poor  weak  fliaking  creature. 
Of  death,  unwelcome  tidings,  fpeaks ; 

Draws  from  the  gaping  mob,  the  e?ivymg  look, 
Becaufe  her  owner  chanc'd  to  be  a  Duke. 

How  many  pajleboard  rocks,  and  iron  feas : 

How  many  torrents  wildy  o{  Jiill  Jlone  wditex  % 

How  many  brooms ^  and  hroomjlich  meant  for  trees ^ 
Becaufe  the  faficied  labours  of  *  Salvator; 

Whofe  pencil,  too,  moll  groflly  may  have  blunder'd, 

Have  brought  the  bleft  pojfejfor  many  a  hundred  ? 

'•"  Salvator  Rofa, 


Thus 


[    49     ] 

Thus  prove  a  crowd,  a  *  stainer,  or  •f' amati  j 

No  matter  for  the  fiddle's  found : 
The  fortunate  possessor  fhall  not  bate  ye 

A  doit,  of  fifty,  nay  a  hundred  pound/: 
And  tho',  what's  vulgarly  baptiz'd  a  rep^ 
Shall  in  a  hundred  pounds  be  deem'd  dog-cheap* 

It  tickles  one  exceffively  to  hear 

Wife  prating  pedants  the  o/d  MaJIers,  praife :. 
Damning  by  wholefale,  with  farcaflic  fneer. 

The  wretched  works  of  moderfi  days : 
Making  at  liv'mg  wights,  fuch  fatal  pufhes. 
As  if  not  good  enough  to  wipe  their  brupes*. 

And  yet  on  each  wife  cognofce?ite  afs. 

Who  {hall  for  hours,  on  paint,  and  fculpture  din  ye; 
A  perfon  with  facility  may  pafs, 

RiGAUD  for  Raphael — Bacon  for  Bernini  : 

*  A  German  fiddle-maker, 
■f-  A  maker  of  the  fiddles  called  Cremonas. 

N  O 
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Or  little  as  an  oven  to  Vesuvius, 

WixL  Tyler  for  Palladio  or  VitruviusI 

One  wou'd  imagine  by  the  mad'ning  fools, 
Who  talk  of  nothing  but  the  ancient  fchools. 

And  vilify  the  works  of  f?Jodern  brains  ; 
They  think  poor  Mother  Nature's  art  is  fled. 
That  now  fhe  cannot  make  a  head. 

Who  took  with  old  Italian  nobs  fuch  pains : 
Nay,  to  a  drivller  turn'd,  her  pow'r  fo  funk  is. 
Tame  foul !  that  nothing  now,  fhe  makes,  but  mo7ikies  : 

*'  Look  at  your  fav'rite  Reynolds,"  is  their  flrain, — 
**  Allow'd  by  all,  the  Jirji  in  Europe's  eye: 

^'  One  atom  of  repute,  can  Reynolds  gain, 

**  When  Titian,  Rubens,  and  Vandyke,  are  nigh? 

**  Can  Reynolds  live  near  Raphael's  matchlefs  line  ?" 

Yes,  blinkards !   and  with  equal  luflre,  ftiine  ! 

ODE 
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ODE    xir. 

Peter  increafeth  in  7Vifdo?n^  and  advifeth  wifely  —  Seemeth 
angry  at  the  Illiberality  of  Nature  in  the  Affair  of  his  good 
Acquaintance  the  Lord  High  Chancellor  of  England 
and  Mr.  Pepper  Arden——— Peter  treateth  his  Readers 
with  Love-Verfes  o/'paft  Times* 

V_><OPY  not  Nature's  forms,  too  clofely^ 

Whene'er  fhe  treats  your  sitter,  grojly  ; 

For  when  fhe  gives  deformity  for  grace. 

Pray  fhow  a  little  mercy  to  the  face. 

Indeed  'twould  be  but  charity  to  flatter 

Some  dreadful  works,  oi  feeming  drunken  Nature » 

As  for  example, — let  us  now  fuppofe 

Thurlow's  llacU  fcowl,  and  Pepper  Arden's  nofe  i 

But 


.       [     5^    1 

But  when  your  pencil's  powers  are  bid  to  trace 
The  fmiles  of  Devonshire — Duncannon's  grace — 
To  bid  the  blufh  of  beauteous  Campbell  rife,. 
And  wake  the  radiance  of  *  Augusta's  eyes,. 
(Gad  1  Mufe,  thou  art  beginning  to  grow  loyal) 
And  paint  the  graces  of  the  Princess  Royal  r 

Try  all  your  art — and  when  your  toils  are  done^ 
You  fhow  ?ijitmfy  jneteor,  for  a  Sun. 

Or  fhould  your  ikill  attempt  her  face  and  air. 

Who  fir'd  my  heart,  and  fix'd  my  roving  eye — > 

The  Loves  who  robb'd  a  world  to  make  her /air , 
Would  quickly  triumph,  and  your  art  defy. 

Sweet  NYMPH  !  but  reader,  take  the  fong 

Which  Cynthia's  charms  alone,  infpir'ds 
That  left  of  yore,  the  poet's  tongue. 

When  Love,  his  raptur'd  fancy  fir'd.  \ 


*  Second  daughter  of  the  King. 


SONG. 


[     5J    ] 
SONG; 

FROM  her<^  alas !  whofe  fmlle  was  love, 

I  M'ander  to  fome  lonely  cell : 
My  fighs  too  weak  the  maid  to  move, 

I  bid  t\\Q  f  alter er,  HOPE,  farewel. 

Be  all  her  Siren  arts,  forgot. 

That  fill'd  my  bofom  with  alarms : 
Ah!  let  her  crime — a  little  fpot. 

Be  lofl  amidfl  her  blaze  of  charms. 

As,  on  I  wander  flow,  my  fighs. 

At  ev'ry  ftep  for  Cynthia  mourn  : 
My  anxious  heart  within  me  dies. 

And  finking,  whifpers,  "Oh,  return.'* 

Deluded  heart  !   thy  folly  know  — 

Nor  fondly  nurfe  the  fatal  flame — 
By  aoftKce,  thou  ilialt  lofe  thy  woe  ; 

And  onl)>  flutter  at  her  name. 

O  Readers  I 


[    54     ] 

Readers !  I  own  the  fong  of  Icvz  Is  fweef  i 
Mojl  pleafing  to  the  foul  of  gentle  Peter  : 

Your  eyes  then,  with  another,  let  me  treaty 
O  ge?2tle  SirS;  and  in  the  fame  fweet  metre. 


SONG. 


[     55     ] 

SONG    to     DELIA. 

SAY,  lonely  maid,  with  down-caft  eye  — 
O  Delia,  fay,  with  cheek  fo  pale; 

What  gives  thy  heart  the  lengthened  figh, 
That  tells  the  world  a  mour?iful  tale  ? 

Thy  tears  that  thus  each  other  chace, 
Befpeak  a  bofom  fwell'd  with  woe : 

Thy  fighs,  a  florm  that  wrecks  thy  peace. 
Which  fouls  like  thine  fhould  never  know. 

O  tell  me,  doth  fome  favour'd  youth, 
Wilh  virtue  tir'd,  thy  beauty  flight ; 

And  leave  thofe  thrones  of  love  and  truth,. 
That  lip,  and  bofom  of  delight  ? 

Perhaps  to  nymphs  of  other  fhades. 
He  feigns  the  foft  impaflloned  tear, 

With  fongs  their  eafy  faith,  invades. 

That  treacherous  won  ihj  v\itlefs  earr 


Yet 


i     S6     ] 

Let  not  f/jo/e  maids,  thy  envy  move ; 

For  whom  his  heart  may  feem  to  pine- 
That  HEART  can  ne'er  be  bleft  by  love; 

Whok ^uiU,  could  force  a  pang  from  t/jme. 


ODE 


I 


[    57    ] 


ODE    XIII. 

Pious  Peter  aclnowledgeth  great  Obligations  to  the  Reverend 
Mr.  Martyn  Luther  —  Tet  lamenteth  the  EffeSis  of  this 
Parfoiis  Reformation^  on  Painting, 

▼  V  E  Protestants  owe  much  to  Martyn  Luther 
Who  found  to  Heav'n,  "^  fjorter  way  2ind  ftnoother  i 

And  fhall  not  foon  repay  the  obh'gation  : —    * 
Martyn  againft  the  Papists,  got  the  laugh; 
Who,  as  the  butchers  bleed  and  bang  a  calf 

To  whitenefs — bled  and  bang'd  nwiofalvation  : 

As  If  fuch  drubbings  could  expel  their  fins : 

As  if  that  pow'r,  whofe  works,  with  awe,  we  view  j 

Grac'd  all  our  backs  with  fets  of  comely  fkins. 

Then  order'd  us  to  beat  them  black  and  blue. 


Well 


[    58     ] 

Well  then  !  we  muft  confefs  for  certain^ 

That  much  we  owe  to  Mr.  Martyn 
Who  altered  for  the  better,  our  religion — 

Yet,  by  it,  glorious  painting  much  did  lofe — 

Was  pluck'd,  poor  Goddess  !  hke  a  goofi ;, 
Or,  for  the  rhyme-fake,  hke  a  pigeon.. 

Mad  at  the  whore  of  Babylon,  and  Bull  % 
Down  from  the  churches,  men  began  to  pull 
Pidures,  that  long  had  held  a  lofty  flation — 
Pidures  of  Saints,  of  pious  reputation. 

For  curing  by  a  miracle  the  ills 
That  now  fo  ftubborn  yield  not  to  devotions. 

But  unto  blifters,  boluffes,  and  potions,. 
That  make  fuch  handfome  'pothecaries  bills. 

Down  tumbled  Anthony  who  preach'd  to  Sprats — 
And  *  HE  who  held  difcourfes  with  a  Hog, 
That  grunting  after  him,  fo  us'd  to  jog;. 

Came  down  hy  favour  of  long  flicks  and  bats. 

*  Commonly  known  by  the  name  of  Pig  Anthony* 

The 


[     59    ] 

The  Saints  who  grinn'd  on  fpits  like  ven'fon,  roafling, 
Broiling  on  gridir'ns — baking  in  an  oven  ; 

Or  on  a  fork,  like  cheefe  of  Chefhire,  toajiing. 

Or  kick'd  to  death,  by  Satan's  hoof  fo  cloven. 

All  humbled,  to  the  ground  were  forc'd  to  fall — 

Spits,  forks,  and  gridir'ns,  ovens,  dev'l  and  all. 

Ev'n  Saints  of  poor  old  England's  breeding : 
In  wonders,  ra?i.ny  foreign  ones,  exceeding  ; 

Our  hot  REFORMERS  did  as  roughly  handle  r 
In  troth,  poor  harmlefs  fouls !  they  met  no  quarter  ; 
But  down  were  tumbled,  Miracle  and  Martyr  : 

Put  up  in  lots,  and  fold  by  inch  of  candle. 

Had  we  been  Paplfts — Lord  !  we  flill  had  feeni 
Devils  and  Devil's  mates,  young  pimping  lyars. 

Tempting  the  l>ki/hingNui<is  of  frail  fifteen,. 
With  gangs  of  ogling,  rofy,  wanton  Friars  : 
Which  Nuns  fo  pure,  no  love-fpeech  could  cajole — ■ 
Who  Jlarvd  the  body,  to  preferve  the  foul. 


Then 


[     6o    ] 

Then  haci  we  feen  St.  Deknis  with  his  head 
Frcfh  in  hi^  hand,  and  with  affcdlion,  kijftng  ; 

As  if  the  nob,  that  from  his  flioulders  fled. 
By  kni*^  or  broad -fword,  never  had  been  fnijfmg  : 
Then  had  we  feen,  upon  their  friendly  coating. 
Saints  on  the  waves  like  gulls  and  wigeons,  floating. 

I've  feen  a  Saint  on  board  a  fliip. 
To  whom,  for  a  fair  wind,  the  Papifts  pray ; 

Well  flogg'd  from  ftem  to  flern,  by  birch  and  whip. 
Poor  wooden  fellow  !  twenty  times  a  day  : 

Pull'd  by  the  nofe,  and  kick'd — call'd  lubber,  owl ; 
To  make  him  turn  a  wind,  to  fair  iiomfoul! 
And  often,  this  hath  brought  a  profp'rous  gale, 
When  pray'rs  and  curfes,  have  been  found  to  fail. 

This,  had  we  Papifts  been,  had  grac'd  our  churches, 
Saint,  feamen,  nofe -pulling,  kicks,  whips  and  birches. 


O  DE 


[     6.     ] 

ODE    XIV. 

Peter  attachth  the  Exotic  R.  As. 

A  E   Royal   Sirs  !  before  I  bid  adku^ — 

Let  me  inform  you,  fofue  defer ve  my  praife : 
But  truft  me,  gentle  Squires,  ye  are  but  few 

Wliofe  names  would  not  difgrace  my  lays  : 
You'll  fay,  with  grinning  fharp  farcaftic  y<:7c^, 
We  mufl  be  bad  indeed^  if  that's  the  cafe — 

Why  if  the  truth  I  muft  declare ; 

So,  gentle  fquires,  you  really  are. 

I'm  greatly  pleas'd,  I  mufl  allow, 

To  fee  the  Foreig?7ers  beat  hollow ; 
Who  ftole  into  that  dome  the  Lord  knows  how  : 

I  hope  to  God  no  more  will  follow: 
Who  curs'd  with  a  poor  fniv'ling  fpirit, 
Were  never  known  to  vote  for  7nerit — 

Q^  Poor 


[     62     ] 

Poor  narrow-minded  Imps, 
Hanging  together  juft  like  (hrimps. 
I  own,  (fo  little  they  have  merited) 

That  from  yon  noble  dome. 

Made  almofl  an  Italian  and  French  home, 
I  long  to  fee  the  vermin  ferreted. 

Yet  Where's  the  houfe,  however  watch'd  by  cats. 

That  can  get  rid  of  all  its  rats  ? 

Or,  if  a  prettier  fimile  may  pleafe. 

Where  is  the  bed  that  hath  not  fleas  ^ 

Or  if  a  prettier  Jli/I—whctt  London  rugs. 

Have  not  at  times  been  viiited  by  Ifugs  f 


ODE 


[     «3     ] 


ODE    XV. 


Peter  tahth  leave  —  Difplayeth  wonderful  Learning  ■^——^ 
Seemeth  forry  to  part  with  his  Readers  —  Adminijlereth 
Crumbs  of  Comfort, 


Y  deareft  readers !  'tis  with  grief  I  tell,. 
That  now,  for  ever,  I  muil  bid  farewel ! — 

Glad,  if  an  ode  of  mine,  with  grins,  can  treat  jye^ 

Valete : 
And  if  you  like  the  Lyric  Peter's  oddity^. 

Plctudite. 
Rich  as  a  Jew  am  I  in  Latian  lore — 
So,  claffic  readers,  take  a  fentence  more: 

Pulchrum  ef  monflrari  digito  et  dicier  hie  ejl  I 
Says  Juvenal,  who  lov'd  a  bit  of  fame — 

In  Englifli — Ah  !   'tis  fvveet  amongfl  the  thickeft 
To  be  found  out,  and  pointed  at  by  name.. 


To 


[    «4   T 

To  hear  the  JlDnnking  great  exclaim,   "  that's  Petfr, 

**  Who  makes  much  immortality  by  metrz : 

**   Who  nobly  dares  indulge  the  tuneful  whim, 

*'  And  cares  no  more  for  Kings  than  Kings  for  him  T 

Yet  one  word  more,  before  we  part- 
Should  any  take  it  grievoufly  to  heart : 
Look  melancholy,  pale,  and  wan,  and  thin. 
Like  a  poor  pullet  that  hath  eat  a  pin  : 
Put  on  a  poor  defponding  face  and  pine, 
Becaufe  that  Peter  the  Divme^ 
'  Refolves  to  give  up  painting  odes  : — 
By  all  the  rhyming  Goddesses  and  Gods, 

I  here,  upon  a  poet's  word,  proteft. 
That  if,  it  is  the  world's  requeft, 

That  I  again  in  Lyrics  fhould  appear : 
Lo  !    rather  than  be  guilty  of  the  fin 
Of  lofing  George  the  Third,  one  subject's^?/;/. 

My  Lyric  Bagpipe  (hall  be  tun  d  next  jear. 

finis. 


^y-tTTy^  ."■'^'^  r  /^^^:> 


THE 

3L    O    U    S    I    A    D: 

AN 

HEROI-COMIC   POEM. 

C    A    N    T    O      I. 
By    PETER     PINDAR,     Esq^ 


Prima  Syracofio,  dignata  eft  ludere  Verfu 

Noftra,  nee  erubuit  Sylvas  habitare  Thalia  ; 

Cum  Canerem  Reges  et  Prcelia,  Cyiitliius  Aurein' 

Vellit  et  admonuit ViRC£L,. 

Ij   who  fo  lately  in  my  lyric  Lays, 

Sung  to  the  Praife  and  Glory  of  R —  A— — s  ; 

And  fweetly  tun'd  to  Love  the  melting  Line, 

With  Ovid\  Art,  and  Sappho's  Warmth  divine  ; 

Said  (nobly  daring  !)  •'  Muse  e.v«/i  thy  Wings, 

"  Love,  and  the  Sons  of  CAnvas,  quit  forK — cs.** 

Apollo,  laughing  at  my  Povcers  of  Song, 

Cry'd,  "  Peter  Pindar,  prithee  hold  thy  Tongue." 

But  1,  like  Poets,  felf-fiifficicnt  grown, 

Reply'd  "  Apollo,  pritee  hold  thy  oiuti" 

1 1 ■  ■  ■         ■ —  ■  ^ 
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IMDCCLXXXVI. 

(PRICE   mo    SHILLINGS.) 


To     the     READER. 

Gentle  Reader, 

JLT  IS  neceflary  to  intorm  thee,  that  liis  M y  adually  dUco- 

vered,  fome  time  ago,  as  he  fat^  at  tabic,  -a  tx)usE  on  his  plate. 
Tlie  eniotiou  occafioned  by  the  unexpefted  appearance  of  Juch  a 
puejl,  can  be  better  imagined  than  defaibed. 

Anedi£lwas,  in  confequence,  pafi'ed  for  Ihaving  the  Cooks  and 
Sctdlions,  and  the  unfortunate  Loufe  condemned  to  Die. 

Such  is  the  foundation  of  the  Lousiad. — With  what -degree 
of  merit  the  Poem  is  executed,  the  uncritical  as  well  as  critical  Kca- 
der  will  decide. 

The  ingenious  Author,  who  ought"  t&be  allowed  to  know  foinc- 
ivhat  of  the  matter,  hatli  been  heard  privately  to  declare,  that  in 
his  opinion  the  Batrachomyomachia  of  Homer,  the  Secehia  Rapita 
of  Tallbni,  the  Lutrin  of  Boileau,  the  Difpenfary  of  Garth,  and  the 
R.ape  of  the  Lock  of  Pope,  are  not  to  be  compared  to  it, — and  to 
exclaim  at  the  fame  time,  with  all  tlie  modejl  ajfurance  of  an  Au- 
thor  

CeJite  Scriptores  Romani,  ccilite  Graii— 
Nil  ortum  in  terris,  Loujiada,  melius. 

■which,  for  the  fake  of  the  mere  Englilh  Reader,  is  thus  beautifully 
tranflated  . — 

Roman  and  Crecian  Authors,  great  and  fmall, 
Tli6  Avithor  of  the  Uovci^d  beats  you  Ail, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

THE  Author  takes  this  opportunity  of  expreffing  his  acknow- 
ledgements to  Mr,  WiGSTEAD  for  the  very  humorous  exertion  of 
his  well-known  abilities,  m  furnifhing  the  Plate  which  accom- 
panies this  Edition, 


THE 


O        U 


A 


D. 


CANTO     I. 


THE  LOUSE,  I  fing,  that  from  fome  head  unknown, 
Yet  born  and  educated  near  a  throne, 
Dropp'd  down, — (fo  will'd  the  dread  decrees  of  Fate,) 

With  legs  wide  fprawHng  on  the  M ch's  plate  : 

Far  from  the  raptures  of  a  Wife's  embrace  : 
Far  from  the  gambols  of  a  tender  Race, 
Whofe  little  legs,  he  taught  with  anxious  care, 
To  rove  the  wide  dominions  of  the  Hair  ; 
Led  them  to  daily  food,  with  fond  delight. 
And  taught  the  tiny  trav'lers  where  to  bite  ; 


To 


[     6     ] 
To  hide,  to  run,  advance,  or  turn  tlieir  tails, 
When  hoftile  combs  attack'd,  or  vengeful  nails : 
Far  from  thofe  pleafmg  fcenes,  ordain'd  to  roam, 
Ivike  wife  Ulyfles  from  his  native  home  ; 
Yet  like  that  Sage,  tho'  forc'd  to  roam  and  mourn — » 
Like  him,  alas  !  not  fated  to  return ; 
Who  full  of  rags  and  glory,   faw  his  Boy  * 
And  t  W'iFE  again,  and  Dog  ].  that  dy'd  for  joy. 
Down  dropp'd  the  lucklefs  LOUSE  with  fear  appall'd,, 
And  wept  his  wife  and  children,  as  he  fprawl'd.. 
Thus,  on  a  promontory's  mifty  brow, 
The  Poet's  eye  with  forrow,  faw  a  Cow 
Take  leave  abrupt  of  bullocks,  goats,  and  fheep. 
By  tumbling  headlong  down  the  dizzy  fteep  ; 
No  more  to  reign  a  Queen  amongft  the  cattle, 
And  urge  her  rival  beaux,  the  bulls  to  battle  | 

*  Telemacbus.  -j-  ^Penelope^ 

t.  Argus,  for  whofe  hiftory,  fee  the  Odyfley, 


*She 


[    7    ] 
*  Sh-e  fell,-  rememb'rlng  ev'ry  roaring  lover. 

With  all  her  wild  courants  in  fields  of  clover. 

Now  on  his  legs,  amidft  a  thoufand  woes, 

The  LOUSE,   with  judge-like  gravity,  arofc  ; 

He  wanted  not  a  motive  to  mtreat  him, 

Bejide  the  horror,  that  the  K***  might  eat  hizn— 

The  dread  of  gafping  on  the  fatal  fork. 

Stuck  with  a  piece  of  mutton,  beef,  or  pork  ; 
Or  drowning  'mldfl  the  fauce  in  difmal  dumps, 
Was  full  enough  to  make  him  ftir  his  flumps.- 
Vain  hope  !  of  ftealing  imperceiv'd  away  ! 
He  might  as  well  have  tarried  where  he  lay. 
Seen  was  this  LOUSE,  as  with  the  Royal  broodj, 
Our  hungry  K***  amus'd  himfelf  with  food  ; 
Which  proves  (tho'  fcarce  believ'd  by  one  in  ten) 
That  Kings  have  appetites  like  common  men ; 

* moriens  dukes  reminifcitur  Argos.  ViRC. 

And 


[     8     ]    • 
And  that,  like  London  Aldermen  and  Mayor, 

They  feed  on  more  fubllantial  fluff  than  air. 

Paint,  heav'nly  Mufe,  the  look,  the  very  look, 

That  of  the  S n's  face,  poffefiion  took, 

When  firft  he  faw  the  LOUSE,   in  folemn  flate, 

Grave  as  a  Spaniard,  march  acrofs  the  plate  ! 

Yet,  could  a  LOUSE,  a  Brltifli  King  furprize, 

And,  like  a  pair  of  faucers,   ftretch  his  eyes  ? 

The  little  tenant  of  a  ?nortal  Head, 

Shake  the  great  Ruler  of  three  realms  with  Dread  ? 

Good  Lord  !  (as  Somebody  fublimely  fings,) 

What  great  effeds  arife  from  little  things  I 

As  many  a  loving  fwain  and  nymph  can  tell. 

Who,  following  Nature's  law,  have  lovd  too  well ! 

Not  with  more  horror  did  his  eyes  behold, 
Charles  Fox,  that  cunning  enemy  of  old. 


When 


[     9     ] 
When  Ti;Iumph  hung  upon  his  plotting  brains, 

And  dear  Prerogative  was  jufl  in  chains  : 

Not  with  more  horror  did  his  eye-balls  work 

Convulfive  on  the  patriotic  Burke, 
When  guilty  of  ceconomy,  the  crime ! 
Edmund  wide  wander'd  from  the  truefubVime, 
And,  cat-like,  watchful  of  the  flefh  and  filh, 
Cribb'd  from  the  R-y-1  table  many  a  diih — 
Saw  ev'ry  flice  of  bread  and  butter  cut. 
Each  apple  told,  and  numbered  ev'ry  nut ; 
And  gaug'd  (compos'd  upon  no  fneaking  fcale) 
The  Monarch's  belfyiike  a  calk  of  ale  ; 
Convinc'd  that  (in  his  fcheme  of  ftate-falv^ation) 
To  Jlarve-  the  Palace,  ^^as  to  fave  the  Nation 


*  His  M y  was  really  reduced  fome  time  fmce  to  a  moll  mortifying  dilemma  : 

The  apples  at  dinner-time  having  been,  by  too  great  a  liberality  to  the  children,  ex- 
pended, the  K — g  ordered  a  fupply,  but  was  informed  that  the  Board  of  Green" 
Cloth  would  pq/itively  allow  no  more.  Enraged  at  the  uncxpeiSedvand  unroyal  &\^- 
appointment,  he  furioully  put  his  hand  in  his  pocket,  took  out  fixpence,  fent  a 
Page  for  two  pennyworth  of  pippins,  and  received  the  change, 

C  Not 
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Not  more  aghajl  he  look'd,  when  'raidft  the  courfe,    , 
He  tumbled  in  a  flag-chace  from  his  horfe. 

Where  all  his  Nobles  deem'd  their  M ch  dead, 

But  luckily  he  pitch'd  upon  his  Head  ! 

Not  Venison  Eaters  at  the  vanifli'd  Fat, 
With  ftomachs  wider  than  a  Quaker's  hat  ; 
Not  with  more  horror  Mr.  Serjeant  Pliant 
Looks  down  upon  an  empty-handed  client ; 
Not  with  more  horror  flares   the  rural  MAID, 
By  hopes,  by  fortune-tellers,  dreams,  betray'd, 
Who  fees  her  ticket  a  dire  blank  arife. 
Too  fondly  thought  the  twenty  thoufand  prize,* 
With  which  the  fimple  damfel  meant,  no  doubt, 
To  blefs  her  faithful  fav'rite  Colin  Clout  : 

Not  with  more  horror  flares  each  lengthen'd  feature 
Of  fome  fine  fluttering,  mincing  Petlt-maltre, 
When  of  a  wanton  chimney-fweeping  wag. 
The  Beau%  white  veftment  feels  the  footy  bag  : 

3  Not 
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Not  with  more  horror  did  the  Devil  look, 
Wiieii  Dunftau  by  the  nofe  the  daemon  took, 
(As  gravely  fay  our  legendary  fongs) 
And  led  him  with  a  pair  of  red-hot  tongs  ; 
Not  Lady  Worfley,  chafte  as  many  a  nun, 
JLook'd  with  more  horror  at  Sir  Richard's  fun. 
When  rais'd  on  high  to  view  her  naked  charms, 
He  held  the  peeping  Captain  in  his  arms ; 
Like  David,  that  moft  amoi'ous  little  dragon, 
Ogling  fweet  Bethfheba  without  a  rag  on : 

Not  more  the  great*  SAM  HOUSE  with  horror  ftar'd, 
By  mob  affronted  to  the  very  beard ; 
Whofe  impudence  (enough  to  damn  a  jail)  ~ 

Snatch'd  from  his  waving  hand  his  Fox's  tail, 
And  fluffd  it,  'midft  his  thunders  of  applaufe, 
Full  in  the  centre  of  Sam's  gaping  jaws, 

*  In  Weflminfter  Hall,  where  the  fenfe  (the  Author  was  juft  about  to  fay  Kon- 
Jcnfe)  of  the  people  was  to  be  taken  on  an  eledlion. 

That 
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That  forcing  down  his  patriotic  throat," 
Of  Fox  and  Freedom  ftppp'd  the  glorious  note. 
Not  with  more  horror  Billy  Ramus*  flar'd, 
When  PuFFf,  the  P — ce's  hair-drefler,  appear'd 
Amidft  their  eating  room,  with  dread  defign, 
To  Jit  with  Pages,  and  with  Pages  dine  I 
Not  with  more  horror,  Gloster's  Dutchess  ftar'd, 
When  (blefl;  in  Metaphor  !)  the  K***  declar'd, 
That  not  of  all  htx' mongrel  breed,   one  whelp 
Should  in  the  royal  kennel,  ever  yelp  : 


*  Billy  Ramus — emphatically  and   conftantly  called  by  his  M— y  Bil/y  Riwiuu 

One  of  the  Pages  who  fhaves  the  S n,  airs  his  fliirt,  reads  to  him,  writes  for 

him,  and  col!e6ls  anecdotes. 

-j~  Vaff,  his  R-y-1  H — ;gh — e(s's  hair-drefTer,  who  attending  him  at  Windfor,  tlie 
P — ce,  with  his  ufual  good^nature,  ordered  him  to  dine  with  the  Pages.  The 
pride  of'  the  Pages  immediately  took  fire,  and  a  petition  was  difpatched  to  the  K — 
aiid  P — ce,  to  be  relieved  from  the  -diftrefsful  circumftance  of  dining  with  a  hair- 
drejfir.  The  petition  was  treated  with  the ^ro/)fr  contempt,  and  the  Pages  com- 
manded to  receive  Mr.  PufF  into  their  niefs,  or  quit  the  table.  With  unfpeakable 
mortification  Mr.  Ramus  and  his  brethren  fubmhted,  but,  like  the  poor  Gentoos 
who  have  loft  their  Caji,  have  not  held  up  their  heads_/?«ff, 

Not 
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Not  more,  that  man  {ofweet,  fo  unprepard, 

The  gentle  Squire  of  *  Leatherhead,  was  fcai'd. 
When  after  prayers  fo  good,  and  rare  ;i  fermon, 
He  found  his  Front  attack'd  by  Harriet  Vernon  ; 
Who  meant  (Thaleftris-like,  difdaining  fear  !) 
To  pour  her  foot,  in  thunder  on  his  rear  ; 
Who,  in  t  God's  houfe,  without  one  grain  of  grace, 
Spit,  hke  a  vixen  in  his  Worship's  face, 
Then  fhook  her  nails,  as  fharp's  a  taylor's  fliears. 
That  itch'd  to  fcrape  acquaintance  with  his  ears. 
Not  Atkhifon  %  with  flronger  terror  ftarted 
(Somewhat  afraid,  perchance,   of  being  carted)' 

*  Kynafton  is  the  name  of  the  gentleman  aflailed  by  this  furious  Maid  of  Ho- 
nour, for  his  difapprobation  of  the  lady  as  an  acquaintance  for  liis  wife. 

-Y  Verily  in  the  House  of  the  Lord,  on  the  Lord's  Day,  in  the  year  of  our 
Lord  1785,  in  the  village  of  Leatherhead,  in  the  county  of  Surry,  did  this  profane 
Jalival  affault  take  place  on  the  phiz  of  Squire  Kynaflon,  to  the  difgrace  of  his 
family,  the  wonder  of  the  parfon,  the  horror  of  the  clerk,  and  the  ftupefaftion 
of  the  congregation. 

i  Mr.  Chriftopher  Atkinfon's  airing  on  the  pillory,  is  fufficiently  known  to  tlie 
public. 

D  When 
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When  Juflice,  a  fly  dame,  one  day  thought  fit 

To  pay  her  ferious  compliments  to  Kit, 
'  Alk'd  him  a  few  fliort  queftions  about  corn. 
And  vvhilper'd,  flie  believ'd  he  w^s  for/worn, 
I'hen  hinted  th^t^^Fprobably  would  find. 
That  tho'  fhe  fometimes  w'mlid,  fhe  was  not  blw .'. 

Not  more  Afturias'  f  Princefs  loolid  affright. 
At  breakfaft,  when  her  fpoufe,  the  unpolite, 
Hurl'd,  madly  heedlefs  both  of  time  and  place, 
A  cup  of  boiling"  coffee  in  her  face  ; 
Becaufe  the  fair-one  eat  a  butter'd  roll, 
On  which  X.\-itfelJiJl.i  Prince  had  fix'd  his  foul  : 
Not  more  ajlonijh'' d  lodk^ d  that  Prince  to  find 
His  roval  father  to  his  face  unkind  ; 
Who  to  the  caufe  of  injur'd  beauty  won, 
Seiz'd  on  the  proud  Probofcis  of  his  fon, 

•f  This  quarrel  between  the  Prince  of  Axlurias  and  his  PrinCefs,  with  the  interfe- 
rence of  the  Spanifh  Monarch,  as  defcribed  here,  is  not  a  poetic  fidtion,  but  an  ab- 
folute  fad,  that  happened  not  many  months  ago. 

•         (Juft 
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(Juft  like  a  Tyger  of , the  Lybian  fhade, 

Whofe  furiousclaw  s  the  helplefs  deer  invade,) 

And  led  him,  till  that  Son  its  durance  freed, 

By  afking  pardon  for  the  brutal  deed  ; 

Led  him  thrice  round  the  room  (the  ftory  goes) 

Who  follow'd  with  great  gravity  his  nofe, 

Refolv'd  at  firfl  (for  Spaniards  are  pff  ftuft) 

To  afk  no  pardon,  tho'  the  snout  came  off\ 

Not  more  ajloni/ffd  look'd  that  Spanifla*  King, 

Whene'er  he  mifs'd  a  fnipe  upon  the  wing  : 

Not  more  ajlontflod  look'd  that  King  of  Spahi, 

To  fee  his  gun-boats  blazing  on  the  main  ; 

Nor  Do£lor  Johnfon  more,  to  hear  the  tale 

Of  vile  Piozzi's  marrying  Mrs.  Thrale  ; 

*  His  Mofl  Catholic  Majefly's  fliooting  merits  are  univerfally  acknowledged. 
Though^  far  advanced  in  years,  he  is  flill  the  admiration  of  his  fubjedts,  and  the 
envy  of  his  brother  Kings,  as  a  Shot  ;  and  it  is  well  known,  that  even  on  thofe 
days,  when  the  Royal  Robes  are  obliged  to  be  worn,  his  breeches  pockets  are  ftufFed 
with  gun  flints,  fcrews,  hammers,  and  other  implements  necelTary  for  the  deftrudtiou 
of  fnipes,  partridges,  and  wild  pigs. 

Nor 
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Nor  Doaor  Wilfon,  child  of  am' reus  folly, 
When  young  Mac  Glyfter  bore  off  Kit  M'Auley. 

What  dire  emotions  fhook  the  M ch's  foul ! 

Juft  like  two  billiard  balls  his  eyes  'gan  roll, 
Whllft  anger  all  his  royal  HEART  poffeft. 
That  fwelling,  wildly  bump'd  againfl  his  breaft, 
Bounc'd  at  his  ribs  with  all  its  might  fo  flout, 
As  refolutely  bent  on  jumping  out, 
T'avenge  with  all  its  powers  the  dire  difgracc. 
And  nobly  fpit  in  the  offender's  face. 
Thus  a  large  dumpling  to  its  cell  confin'd, 
(A  very  apt  alluiion  to  my  mind) 
Lies  fnug,  until  the  water  waxeth  hot. 
Then  bullies  'midfl  the  tempefl  of  the  pot : 
In  vain  ! — the  lid  keeps  down  the  child  of  dough,  ? 
That  bouncing,  tumbling,  fweating,  rolls  below. 
*'  O  deareft  partner  of  my  throne  !"   (he  cries. 
Lifting  to  pitying  Heav'n  his  piteous  eyes) 

3  «  Thou 
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*'  Thou  brighteft  gem  of  G-— ge's  Royal  Houfe, 

*'  Look  there,  and  tell  me  if  that's  not  a  LOUSE  !" 

Th?  Q^;^ look'd  down,  and  then  exclalm'd,  "  Good  la  I" 

And  with  a  fmile  the  dappled  stranger  faw. 
Each  P— cefs  ftrain'd  her  lovely  neck  to  fee. 
And  with  another  fmile  exclaim'd,  "  Good  me  !" 
"  O  la  !   Good  me !  is  that  all  you  can  fay  :" 
(Our  gracious  M— — — ch  cry'd  with  huge  difmay.) 
*'  Heav'ns  !  can  a  fdly  vacant  fmile  take  place 

*'  Upon  your  M ^y's  and  Children's  face, 

"  Whilfl  that  vile  Loufe  (ah  !  foon  to  be  unjointed!) 
"  Affronts  the  prefence  of  the  LORD's  ANOINTED?" 
Dafli'd,  as  if  tax'd  with  Hell's  moft  deadly  fins, 

The  Q;;; and  P fles  drew  in  their  chins, 

Look'd  prim,  and  gave  each  exclamation  o'er,  - 
And  very  prudent,  '  word /pake  never  more^ 
Sweet  Maids  !  the  beauteous  boaft  of  Britain's  ifle^ — 
Speak — were  thofe  peerlefs  lips  forbid  to  fmile  ? 

E  Lips  ! 
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Lips  !  that  tlie  foul  of  fimple  Nature  moves — 
Form'd  by  the  bounteous  hands  of  all  the  Loves  ! 
Lips  of  Delight  !  unftaln'd  by  Satire's  gall! 
Lips  !  that  I  never  kifs' d—zn^  never  JhalL 

Now,  to  each  trembling  Page  as  mute's  a  moufe, 

The  pious  M CH  ciy'd,  ''  is  thisj^'o«r  Loufe  ? 

"  Ah  !  Sire,"  (reply' d  each  Page  with  pig-like  whine) 

"  An't  pleafe  your  M y,  it  is  not  mine:' 

''  Not  thine  ?"  (the  hafty  Monarch  cry'd  agen) 

'*  What?  what  ?  what  ?  what  ?  what  ?  who  the  devil's  then  ?" 

Now  at  this  fad  event,  the  S n  fore. 

Unhappy,  could  not  eat  a  mouthful  more; 

.  His  wijer  Q^- n,  her  gracious  ftomach  ftudying, 

Stuck  mod  devoutly  to  the  beef  and  pudding  ; 
For  Germans  are  a  very  ^tr^r/y  sort. 
Whether  begot  in  Hog-styes  or  a  Court, 
Who  bear  (which  fhews  their  hearts  are  not  o?  Jone) 
The  ills  of  others  better  than  their  own.. 

Grim. 
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Grina  Tep.ror'  feiz'd  the  fouls  of  all  the  Pages, 

Of  ditferent  fizes,  and  of  different  ages  ; 
Frighten'd  about  their  penfions  or  their  bones, 
They  on  each  other  gap'd,  like  Jacob's  fons  ! 
Now  to  a  Page,  but  which,  we  can't  determincy 

The  growling  M ch  gave  the  plate  and  vermin  : 

"  Watch  well  that  blackguard  animal,  (he  cries) 
"  That  foon  or  late,  to  glut  my  vengeance,  dies  I 
"  Watch,  like  a  Cat,  that  vile  marauding  LOUSE, 

*'   Or  G GE  fhall  play  the  devil  in  the  Houfe. 

*'  Some  Spirit  whifpers,  that  to  Cooks  I  owe 
*'  The  precious  Visitor  that  crawls  below  ; 
"  By  Heav'n  !  the  whiff  ring  spirit  tells  me  true,    * 
*'  And  foon  dire  vengeance  fhall  their  locks  purfue. 
"  Cooks,  fcourers,  fcullions  too,  with  tails  of  pig, 
"  Shall  lofe  their  coxcomb  curls,  and  wear  a  wig»" 
Thus  roar'd  the  K — g, — not  Hercules  fo  big; 
And  all  the  Palace  echo'd-*-"  wear  a  wig  !" 


Fear 
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Fear,  like  an  ague,  ftruck  the  pale-nos'd  Cooks — 
And  dafli'd  the  beef  and  ven'fon  from  their  looks ; 
Whilfl:  from  each  cheek,  Old  Port  withdrew  his  Red, 
And  Pity  blubber'd  o'er  each  menac'd  head. 

But  lo  !  the  great  Cook-major  comes !  his  eyes 
Fierce  as  the  redd'ning  flame  that  roajls  zi\d  fries: 
His  cheeks  like  Bladders,  with  high  paffion  glowing, 
Or  like  a  fat  Dutch  Trumpeter's,  when  blowing. 
A  neat  white  Apron  his  huge  corps  embrac'd. 
Tied  by  two  comely  ftrings  about  his  waift : 

An  Apron  !  that  he  purchas'd  with  his  riches, 
To  guard  from  hoftile  greafe  his  velvet  breeches— 
An  Apron  !  that  in  Mon mouth- ftreet,  high  hung, 
Oft  to  the  winds  with  fweet  deporfme?tt  fwung. 

"  Ye  fons  of  Dripphig,  on  your  Major  look  !" 
(In  founds  of  deep-ton'd  thunder  cry'd  the  Cook) 
"  By  this  white  Apron,  that  no  more  can  hope 
"  To  join  the  piece  in  Mr.  Inkle's  fhop  ; 

I 
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"  That  oft  hath  held  the  befl:  of  Palace  meat, 

"  And  from  this  forehead  wip'd  the  brhiy  fweat ; 

"  I  fwear,  this  Head  dijdaim  to  lofe  its  locks, 

"  And  thofe  that  do  not,  tell  them  they  are  Blocks. 

"  JFhofc  head,  my  Cooks,  fuch  vile  difgrace  endures  ? 

"  Will  it  he  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours,  or  yours? 

"  Ten  thoufand  crawlers  in  that  Head  be  hatcFd, 

"  For  ever  itching,  but  be  never  fcratch^d. 

"  Oh  !  may  the  charming  perquifite  of  greafe, 

*'  The  Mammon  of  your  pocket,  ne'er  increafe,-^ 

**  Grease  !  that  fo  frequently  hath  brought  you  coin, 

"  From  Veal,  Pork,  Mutton,  and  the  Great  Sir  Loin. 

*'  O  brothers  of  the  fpit,  be  firm  as  rocks 

*'  Lo  !  to  no  King  on  earth  I  yield  thefe  locks. 
*'  Few  are  my  hairs  bt^vnd,  by  age  endear'd  !— 
*'  But^e-w  or  many,  they  fhall  not  htjhear'd, 

F  "  Sooner 
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♦<  Sooner  fliall  Madam  Schwelleiiberg  *  the  jade 

"  Yield  up  her  fav'rite  perquifites  of  trade, 

*'  Give  up  her  facred  Majefty's  old  Gowns, 

*'  Caps,  Petticoats,  and  Aprons,  without  Frowns  : 

*'  She  !  who  for  ever  fludies  Mischief—She, 

"  Who  foon  will  be  as  bufy  as  a  bee, 

*'  To  get  the  liberty  of  locks  enjlavd, 

"  And  every  harmlefs  Cook  and  Scullion y!^<3"yV:—. 

*'  She,  if  by  chance  a  British  Servant  Maid, 

*'  By  fome  infinuating  tongue  betray 'd, 

'*  Induc'd  the  fair  forbidden  fruit  to  tafle, 

*'  Grows,  (lucklefs)  fomewhat  bigger  in  the  waist  j 

*'  Rants,  ftorms,  fwears,  turns  the  penitent  to  door, 

*'  Grac'd  with  the  pretty  names  of  B— ch  and  W , 

**  To  range  a  proftitute  upon  the  town, 

**  Or,   if  the  weeping  wretch  think  better,  drown : 

*'  But,  if  a  German  Spider-brusher  fai/sy 

"  Whofe  No/e  grows  Jharper,  and  whofe  Shape,  tells  tales  ; 
*  Miflrefs  of  the  Robes  to  her  Majefty. 


*'  ^uJl/d 
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*'  Htiffdh  th'  affair  !— the  Q— ,    and  She,  ^W  Dame, 

*'  Both  club  their  wits,  to  hide  the  growing  fhame, 

*'  To  wed  her,  get  fome  fool— I  mean  fome  wife  man  ; 

*'  Then  dub  the  prudent  Cuckold  an  Excifeman. 

*'  She  !  who  hath  got  more  infolence  and  pride, 

*'  God  mend  her  heart  !   than  half  the  world  befide  ; 

**  She  !   who,  of  guttling  fond,   fluffs  down  more  meat, 

*'  Heav'n  help  her  flomach  !  than  ten  men  can  eat  ! 

*'  7f«  men  !   ay  more  than  ten  the  hungry  Hag, 

*'  Why,  zounds  !  the  Woman's  Stomach's  like  a  Bag, 

*'  She  !  who  will  fwell  the  tiproar  of  the  houfe, 

*'  And  tell  the  K-g  damn'd  lies  about  the  LOUSE, 

*'  When  probably  that  Loufe  (a  vile  old  trull !) 

«'  Was  born  and  nourifli'd  in  her  own  grey  fcull. 

*'  Sooner  the  room  fhall  buxom  Nanny  *  quit, 

"  Where  oft  fhe  charms  her  mafler  with  her  wit-" 

*  Buxom  Nanny — a  female  fervant  of  the  Palace,  who  conjiantly  attends  the 
I  K — g  when  he  reads  the  difpatches^ 

*  Tells 
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"  Tells  tales  of  ev'ry  body,  ev'ry  th/>}g, 
"  From  honeft  courtiers  to  the  thieves  who  fwing— 

"  Waits  on  her  S n  while  he  reads  Difpcitches, 

"  And  wifely  w/Wj  up  State  Affairs  or  Watches  : 
"  Sooner  the  Prince   (may  Heav'n  his  income  mend  !} 
"  Shall  quit  his  bottle,   miftrefs,  and  his  friend-.— 
"  Laugh  at  the  drop  on  Misery's  languid  eye,- 
"  And  hear  her  fmking  voice,   without  a  figh  ! 
"  Break  for  the  wealth  of  Realms,   his  facred  word, 
"  And  let  the  world  write  Coward  on  his  fword  ; 
"  Sooner  iliall  ham  from  fowl  and  turkey  part ! 
"  And  Stuffing  leave  a  calfs  or  bullock's  heart! 
"  Sooner  fhall  toafted  cheefe  take  leave  of  muftard  ! 

"  And  from  the  codlin  tart  be  torn  the  cuftard  ! 

"  Sooner  thefe  hands  the  glorious  haunch  fliall  fpoil, 

"  And  all  our  melted  butter  turn  to  oil ! 

"  Sooner  our  pious  K— g,   with  pious  face, 

"  Sit  down  to  dinner  without  faying  grace, 

3  *•  And 
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«'  And  ev'ry  night,  falvation  pray'rs  put  forth, 

"  For  Portland,  Fox,  Burke,  Sheridan,  and  North ! 

*'  Sooner  (hall  fafhion  order  frogs  and  fnails, 

*'  And  dlfli-clouts  ftick  eternal  to  our  tails. 

"  Let  G — GE  view  Ministers  \v\t.\\  ftirly  Looks, 

"  Jlbiife  'em,  kick  'em hut  revere  his  Cooks  !" 

"  What,  loofe  our  locks  !"  (rcply'd  the  roafling  Crew) 

"  To  Barbers  yield  'em  ? Damme  if  we  do  1 

"  'Qc  JImv'd  Yik-Q  foreign  Dogs,  one  daily  meets, 
"  Naked   and  blue,   and   iliiv'ring   in  the  flreets  ? 
"  And*  from  the  Palace  be  ajlmmd  to  range  \ 
V*'  For  fear  the  world  fhould  think  wc  had  the  ma  fig- f  i 
"  By  taunting  boys  made  weary  of  our  lives, 
"  Broad-grinning  wh—es,   and  ridiculing  wives  !" 

"  Rouze,  Opposition  !"  (roar'd  a  //^  Cook 
With  hands  a  k/ml>o,  and  bubonic  look) 
<•  'Tis  She  alone,  our  noble  curls  can  keep — 
"  Without  HER,  Ministers  would  fall  aflccp  : 

G  '^  'Tis 
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"  'Tis  SHE  who  makes  great  men — our  Foxes,  Pitts,  . 

*'  And  fliarpens,  vvhetfl:one-like,  the  Nation's  Wits  : 

*'  Knocks  off  your  knaves  and  fools  however  great, 

"  And  broom-like  fweeps  the  Cobwebs  of  the  State  : 

*'  Like  fulphur  in  a  calk,  expels  bad  air, 

"  And  makes  like  thunder-claps,  yo«/weathery^/rj 

"  Or,  like  a  gun  that  fir'd  at  gather'd  foot, 

"  Preferves  the  chimney  and  the  houfe  to  boot : 

*'  Or,   like  a  fchool-boy's  Whip,  that  keeps  up  Tops  ; 

*-'  The  fuiking  Realm,  by  Flagellation,  props. 

"  Our  M ch  muft  not  be  indulg'd  too  far, 

"  Befides  !  I  love  a  little  bit  of  war. 

"  Whither  to  crop  our  curls,  he  boafls  a  right 

"  Or  not,  I  do  not  care  the  Loufe's  bite 

"  But  then,  no  Force-work  I  no!  no  Force,   by  heav'n ! 

"  COOKS!  l^EOMENS!  SCOURERS!  we  will  not  he  driv'n. 

"  Try  but  to  force  a  Pig  againjl  his  will, 

"  Behold!  the  Juniy  Gent  hi.MA-^  Jands  J  ill ! 

3  "  Or, 


[  -  ] 

*'  Or,  perhaps    (his  pow'r  to  let  the  driver  know) 

"  Gallops  the  very  road,  he  lliould  not  go — 

'*   No  Force,  for  me  I  the  French,   the  fawning  dogs, 

"  E'en  let  them  lofe  their  freedom,  and  eat  frogs— - 

"  Dammee !  I  hate  each  pale  foupe-meagre  thief— 

*'  Give  me,  my  darling  Liberty  and  Beef." 

He  fpoke— and  from  his  jaw,  a  lump  he  flid. 

And  fwearing,  manful    flung  to  earth  the  Quid, 

Yet  fwelling  PRIDE    forbad  his  tongue  to  reft, 

Whilfl  wild  emotions  laboured  in  his  breaft—  • 

Now  founds  confus'd,   his  Anger  made  him  utter, 

And  when  he  thought  on  Jhaving,  curfes,  fputter. 

Such  is  the  found  (the  fimile's  not  weak) 

Form'd  by  what  mortals,  *  Bubble,  call,  and  Squeak, 


*  The  modeft  Author  of  the  Lousiad,  mufl  do  himfelf  thejufticeto  declare 
here,  that  his  fimile  of  the  Bubble  and  Squeak  is  valily  more  natural  and  more 
fublime,  than  Homer's  black  pudding  on  a  gridiron,  illuilrating  the  motions 
and  emotions  of  his  Hero  Ulyssks»  -  (Yid.  Odyssey. 

"  Be 
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When  'micUl:  the  Frying -Pan,  m  accents  favage, 
The  Beef  fofurly,  quarrels  with  the  Cabbage. 
"  Be  fliav'd"  a  Scullion  loud  began  to  bellow, 
Loud  as  a  parish  bull,  or  jx)or  Othello, 
Plac'd  bv  that  roguel ago  upon  thorns. 
With  all  the  horrors  of  a  pair  of  Horns  : 
Loud  as  th'  *  ExcisEjMAN,  flruggling  for  his  life, 
And  panting  in  a  mofl:  Inglorious  flrife  ; 
When,  on  his  fixce,   the f/f/ugg/.hjg  Priiicefs  fprung. 

And  cat-like  clawing,  to  his  vifage  clung. 

"  Be  fliav'd  like />/§■/'   rejoin'd  the  Scullion's  mate, 
'His  difliclout  fliaking,  and  his  PoT-crown'd  pate — 


■"  This  affair  happened  a  few  years  fmce — An  Excifeman  feizing  fome  fmugglcd 
goods  belonging  to  a  Princefs,  a  relation  of  the  Great  Frederic,  her  Highness 
fell  upon  the  poor  Rat  dc  Cave,  and  almofl:  fcratch'd  his  eyes  out— the  Excifeman 
made  a  formal  complaint  to  the  King,  begging  to  be  relieved  from  the  dlfgracc. — 
The  gallant  Monarch  returned  for  anfwer,  that  he  gave  up  the  duties  to  his  Coulln 
the  Princefs,  but  could  not  conceive  how  the  hand  of  a  Fair  Lady  could  difho- 
sour  the  face  of  an  Excifeman. 

"  What 


[     29     ] 
'*■  What  BARBER  dares  it,  let  him  watch  his   nose, 

**  And,  curie  mc  !  dread  the  rage  of  thefe  tea  toes." 
So  faying,  with  an  oath  to  ?-aife  one's  hair. 
He  kick'd  with  threatning  foot,   the  yielding  air — < 
Thus  have  I  feen  an  ASS  (baptiz'd  a  Jack) 
Grac'd  by  a  Chimney-sweeper  on   his.  back,, 

Prance,  fnort,  and  fling  his  heels  with  liberality, 
Jki  imitation  of  a  Horse  of  qj/ality  :. 
**  Be  fhav'd!"  (an  -underftrapper  Turnbroche  cried,. 
In  all  the  foaming  energy  of  pride) 

**  Zounds  !  let  us  tak^e  his  M y  in  hand  I  ■  ■•- 

The  K  .  . .  fhall  find  he  lives  at  our  command  : 
Yes  !  let  him  know,  with  all  his  wond'rous  flate. 
His  teeth,  and  ftomach  on  our  wills,   fhall  wait ; 
JVe  rule  the  platters,  we  command  the  fpit. 

And  G (hall  have  his  inefs,  when  we.  think  fit ; 

Stay  'till,  curfehes  fhall   condefcend  to  eat, 
And  then,  if  we  think  proper,  have  his  meat.''* 

II  Thu'i 
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*r'hus,  having  fed  on  venifon  ratJ?er'  coarfe-^ 

A  Colt,  or  Crocodile,  or  Dish  of  horse, 

The  Tartar  quits  his  fmoaky  hut  with  Scorn, 

Sounds  to  the  kingdoms  of  the  world  his  horn  ; 

And  treating  MONARCHS  like  his  flaves  or  fwine. 

Informs  them,  they  have  liberty  to  dine. 

to 

"  Heav'ns  !"  (cried  a  Yeoman,  with  much  learning  grac'd— 
In  Books  as  well  as  meat,  a  man  of  iajle,  t 

Who  read  with  vajl  applaule,  the  daily  News, 
And  kept  a  dofe  acquaintance  with  the  Muse  ; 

Conundrum,  Rebus,  made- — Acroftic,  Riddle, 

And  fung  his  dying  Sonnets  to  his  Fiddle, 

When  Love,  with  cruel  dart,  the  murd' ring  Thief, 

His  heart  had  fpitted,  like  a  piece  of  Beef. 

*'  Are  thefe  (he  faid)  of  Kings,  the  whims,  and  jokes  i 

*'  Then  Kings  can  be  z^  mad  z^  common-folks: 

*'  Dajnje  Nature,  when  a  Prince's  head,  fhe  makes, 

"  No  more  concern,  about  the  Injide,  takes, 

4  "  Than 
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•*•  Than  of  the  Injti^e  of  a  Bug's  or  Bat's, 

**  A  Flea's,  a  Grafshopper's,  a  Cur's,  a  Cat's ! 

•*'  As  carelefs  as  the  Artist,  trunl^s,  defigning, 

**  About  the  trifling  circumftance  of  Lining  ; 

*'  Whether,  of  Cumberland  he  ufe  the  Plays, 

«'  Mifs  Burney's  Novels,  or  Mifs  Seward's  Lays  ; 

*'  Or  facred  Drama's  of  Mifs  Hannah  More, 

■*'  Where  all  the  Nine  with  little  Moses,  fnore ; 

*'  Or  good  Squire  Pindar's  odes,  or  Wharton's  flick, 

*'  Or  Horace  Walpole's  doubts  upon  King  Dick, 

*'  Who  furious  drives  at   times,  his  old  goofe-quiil, 

*'  On  Straw})  ny,  (Reader!)  not  xkC  Aon'imi  Hill  \ 

"  Whether  he  doom,  the  Royal  Speech  to  cling, 

**  Or  thoje  of  Lords  and  Commons  to  the  King , 

*'  Where  one  begs  money,  and  the  others  grant 

^'  So  eajy.^  freely -^  friendly,  comphifatip. 


«'  As. 


C    30 

«  As  IF  the  Cqjh  were  really  all  their  own; 

<'  To  purchale  *  Knick-nacks,  that  difgrace  a  throne,. 

**  Ah,  me  !   did  people  know  what  trrjiing  things, 

'♦  Compofe  thofe  idols  of  the  Earth,  call'd  K sl 

•'  Thofe  counterparts  of  that  important  fellow., 

*'  The  Childrens  wonder — Signor  Punchinello  j 

*'  Who  ftruts  upon  the  ftage  his  hour  awaj, 

"  His  oi'Jjide,  gold,--his  i?ijide,  rags,  and  hay  ; 

*'  No  more,  as  God's  Vicegerents  would  they  fhihe, 

*'  Nor  make  the  world  cut  throats  for  Right  Divine.- 

"  Thofe  Lords  of  Earth,   at  dinner,  we  have  feen, 
"  Sunk,   by  the  mereil  trifles,  with  the  fpleen — 
*•'  Oft  for  an  ill-dreft  egg,  have  heard  them  groan, 
**  And  {ten  them  quarrel  for  a  mutton  bone  :■ 


■'*  The  Civil  Lift,  we  are  incline  J  to  thirdc^  feels  deficiencies  from   Toys — For  an 
inftance  we  will  appeal  to  Mr.  Cummings's  non-defcript  of  a  Time-Piece  at  the- 
Queen's  Houfe,  which  coft  nearly  two  thoufand  pounds.— The  fame  artift  is  alfo 
allowed  aool.  per  annum  to  keep  the  Bauble  in  repair. 


&i 


Afc 
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At-  fait  pr   vinegar,  with  paflion,  fume, 

And  kick  dogs,  chairs,  and  pages  round  tlie  room  *. 

*<  Alas  !  how  often  have  we  heard  them  grunt. 

Whene'er  therufhing  rain  hath  fpoil'd  a  hunt  ! 

Their  fanguine  wifhes  crofs'd,  their  fpirits  clogg'd. 

Mere  Riding  Dishclgtjts,  homeward  have  they  jogg'd  ; 

Poor  imps!  the  fport  (with  all  their  pride  and  povv'r) 

Of  Nature's  diuretic  ftream — a  Show'r  ! 

This,  we  the  Actors  in  the  Farce,  perceive  ; 

But  this,  the  dijlant  world  will  ne'er  believe— 

Who  fancy  K — gs  to  all  the  Virtues,  born  : 

Ne'er  by  the  vulgar  ftorms  of  Passion,  torn  ; 

But  bleft  with  fouls  fo  calm !  like  Summer  feas, 

That  fmile  to  Heav'n,  unruffled  by  a  breeze  : 

*  This  is  partly  a  pi'dure  of  the  lajl  reign  as  well  as  the  present.  The  pafTiCHS 
ot  George  the  Second,  were  of  the  mofl  impetuous  kind— iiis  hat  and  his  favourite 
Minifter,  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  were  too  frequently  the  foot-bails  of  his  ill-humours  — 
nay,  poor  Queen  Caroline  came  in  for  a  fhareof  his  foot-benevolence,— but  he  was 
a  Prince  of  virtues — ubi  plura  nitent,   non  ego  fauch  oftendar  inaculis. 

I  "  Whft 
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«*  Wlio  think  that  K— gs  on  wifdom,  always  fed;. 

''  Speak  fentences,  like  Bacon's  brazen  Head  ;. 

"  Hear  from  their  lips,  the  vileji  nonfenfe  fall, 

«'  Yet  think  fomeflEAVENLY  Spirit,  dictates  <j// , . 

"  Conceive  their  bodies  of  coeleflial  clay, 

"  And  tho'  all  ailment^  Jacred  from  decay  j 

"  To  nods  and  fmiles,  x}i\&\x  gaping  homage  bring,  ■ 

*'  And  thank  their  God,  their  eyes  have  feen  a  King  !. 

*'  Lord  !  in  the  circle  when  our  Royal  Master, 

•'  Pours  out  his  words  as  fafl:  as  hail,  or  fafter, 

^'  To  Country  SciyiREs,  and  wives  of  Country  Squires  \- 

"  Like  Stuck  Pigs,  flaring,  how  eacK  Oaf  admires  I 

"  Lo  I  ev'ry  fyllable  becomes  a  Gem  ! 

**  And  if  by  chance  the  M h  cough,  or  hem; 

"  Seiz,'d  with  the  fymptoms  of  a  deep  furprize, 
*'  Their  joints  With,  rev' rence  tremble,  and  their' e3r€S 
"  Roll  v^onder  firft,  then  fhrinking  back  with  fear, 
"  Would  hide  behind  the  brains,  were  any  there. 

"  How 
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«<  H6;v  taken,  h  this /V/<?  World  hyjhoiv! 

"  Birth,  Riches,  are  the  Baals  to  whom  we  bow; 

*'  Preferring  (ev'n  with  foUl  as  black  as  ioot) 

**  A  Rogue  on  horfehack,  to  a  Saint  <^\\  foot. 

"  See  France,  fee  Portugal,  Sicilia,  Spain, 

"  And  mark  the  Defart  of  each  Despot's  brain  ; 

"  Whofe  tongues  fhould  never  treat  with  taunts,  a  Fool  ;> 

*'  Who  prove  that  nothing  is  too  mean  to  rule. 

*'  What  could  the  Prince,  high  tow'ring  like  a  fteeplcp 

"  Without  the  Majesty  of  t/i  the  People  ?- 

"  Go,  like  the  *  King  of  Babylon,  to  grafs, 

'*  Or  wander,   like  a  beggar,  with  a  pass  ! 

**  However  wo^(?m  Kings  inay  Cooks  delpife,, 

"  Warriors  and  Kings  were  cooks,  or  Hist'rv //W— 

"  Patroclus  broil'd  beef-Jlcaks  to  quell  his  hunger  : 

**  The  MIGHTY  Agamemnon  potted  conger  !    ■  ■■ 

*  Nebuchadnezzar. 

"  And 
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<<  And  Charles  of  5'weden,  'inidft  his  gun's  and  drums, 
"  Spread  his  own  bread  and  butter  with  his  thumbs. 
»<  Bejloavdl — no! — fooner,  pill' ries,  jails,  the  flocks, 
"  Shall  pinch  this  corps,  thin  Barbers  fnatch  my  locks.*'       ^   ■- 

*'  Well  haft  thou  faid,  a  Scowrer  bold  rejoin' d * 

*'  Dammee  !  I  love  the  man  who  fpeaks  his  mind." 

Then  in  his  arms  the'  Or  ator  he  took,^"  ^.h/orj  ^  slorlW  ^- 

And  fwore  he  was  a-n  Angel  of  a  GooK.  i  ^^  cii 

Awhile  he  lield  him  with  a  Cornish  hug>'i.'i^  srli  biuoD  :?.^riv/'  " 

Then  feiz'd,  with  glorious  grafp,  a  ipEWT£R'ii'u<;, 

Whofe  ample  womb,  nor  cyder  held,  nor  ale. 

But  nedar,  fit  for  Jove,  and  brew'd  .by  Thralb.        '^a^v/ i' 

''  A  health  to  Cooks,   (he  cry'd,  and  wiav'd  the  pot)  .'.7oK  *- 

"  And  he  who  fighs  for  titles,  is  zfot--^ 

"  Let  Dukes  and  Lords  the  world  in  wealth  furpafs— fT a *!  ** 

"  Yet  many  a  Liom's  {kin  conceals  an  Ass. 

"  Lo  !   this  is  one  amongft  my  golden  rules, 

"  To  think  the  greatest  Men  the  greatest  Fools  : 

4  "  The 
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•*  The  GREAT  are  judges  of  an  opera  fong — . 

**  And  fly  a  Briton's,   for  a  Eunuch's  tongue, 

"  Can  ftarve  their  families  ioxfinootb  Babini's, 

"  Gaunt  VACCViA-SiOTTi's,fcit-rump'dfquab'KAvzzi^i\\ 

"  Thus  idly  fquand'ring  for  zfquawl  their  riches, 

**  To  faint  with  rapture,  at  thofe  Cats  in  Breeches. 

*'  Accept  this  truth  from  tne,  my  lads— the  man 

'•*  Who  firft  a  spit  found  out,  or  frying-pan, 

'*  Did  ten  times  more  towards  the  public  good,. 

^*  Than  all  the  tawdry  titles  llnce  the  flood  : 

"  Titles  I  that  Kings  may  grant  to  asses,  mules, 

"  The  fcorn  of  Sages,  and  the  boafl:  of  Fools." 

He  ended — All  the  Cooks  exclaim'd,  "  divine  .'" 

Then  whifper'd  one  another,   'twas  "  damndfncV 

Thus  fpoke  the  Scowrer,  like  a  man  infpirdy, 

Whofe  fpeech,  the  heroes  of  the  kitchen,  lir'd  ; 

Grooms,  Master  Scowrers,  Scullions,  Scullion's  Mates, 

With  all  the  overseers  of  knives  and  plates, 

K  Felt 
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Felt  their  brave  fouls,  like  frisky  cyder,  work. 

Whizzing  in  oppofition  to  the  cork  : 

Earth's  Potentates  appear'd  ignoble  things^ 

And  Cooks  of  greater  confequence  than  Kings; 

Such  is  the  pow'r  of  words,  where  truth  unites. 

And  fuch,  the  rage  that  injur'd  worth  excites  ! 

The  Scowrer's  fpeech,  indeed^  with  realon,  bleft, 

Inflam'd  with  godlike  ardour  all  the  reft: 

Thus  if  a  BARN,  Heav'n's  vengeful  lightning,  draw^ 

The  flame  ^etherial,   ftrikes  the  kindling  ftraw. 

Doors,  rafters,   beams,  owls,    weazels,   mice,  and  rats. 

And  (if  unfortunately  moufmg)  cats, 

All  feel  the  wide — devouring  fire  in  turn. 

And  mingling  in  one  conflagration,  burn. 

*'  Sons  of  the  Spit,"  (the  Major  cry'd  again) 
"  Your  noble  fpeeches,  prove  you  bleft  with  brain, 
*'  Brain  !  that  Dame  Nature  gives  not  ev'ry  head, 
*'  But  fills  the  vaft  vacuity  with  lead  ! 


Yet 
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<<  Yet  ere  for  OpposifioN  we  prepare, 

"  And  fight  the  Glorious  Cax/se  of  Heads  of  PIaiil, 

*'  Methinks,  'twould  be  but  decent  to  petition^ 

**  And  tell  the  K — g,  with,  frmnefs^  our  condition  : 

"  Soon  as  our  fad  complauit,  he  hears  us  utter, 

<f  His  gracious  heart  may  melt  away,  Uke  butter; 

"  Ffiir  Mercy  iliine  amidft  our  gloibmy  houfe, 

<*  And  anger'd  M-«— Y  forget  the  LOUSE." 


END    OF    CANTO    I. 


ERRATA. 

Page  I,  line  7. 

■^pr-!- — ^Whofe  little  legs  he  taught,  with  anxious  care*, 

To  rove  the  wide  dominion  of  the  Haib,-  ' 

Read — Whofe  little  feet  he  taught,    with  care,   to  tread 

Amidft  the  wide  dominions  of  the  Head. 
Page  26,  line  7. 

To^-^Or,  Scc.'^ReijJ'-AQ.s,  &c. 
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Vfit  to  the  King  —  His  Majefys  mof  gracious  Speech  —  Madatn  Swellen- 
berg s  Anfwer  —  Addrefs  to  Readers  on  Ladies'  [wearing  —  Sir  Fra?icis 
Drake,  the  Steward  of  the  Houfehold,  defer  ibed —  not  to  be  confounded  with 
the  famous  Sir  Francis  Drake,  who  died  near  200  Tears  ago  —  The  Per- 
quifites  of  the  prefent  Sir  Francis  —  Defcription  of  the  Dining  Room  belong- 
ing to  the  Cooks  at  Buckingham  Hoife  —  The  Entertainment  and  Utenjils  of 
this  Room  — Dixon,  the  Cook'Major  s  Speech  —  Story  of  a  Nabob  and  a 
Beggar  —  Cook-Major  Dixon  s  Speech  in  coritinuance  —  Speech  of  another 
Cook  —  The  Cooks   /;;-  the'  Dumps  —  The  Cook-Major^ s  Rejoinder    to  the 
Cook's  speech  —  A  very  fenfible  Speech  —  Conclufion  with  a  beautiful  Simile 
—  The  Petition  of  the  Cooks. 


THE 
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CANTO        THE        SECOND. 


IN  YMPHS  of  the  facred  fount,  around  whofe  brink 

Bards  rufh  in  droves,  like  cart  horfes,  to  drink  ; 

Dip  their  dark  beards  amidft  your  ftreams  fo  clear, 

And  whilft  they  gulp  it,  wifh  it  ale  or  beer ; 

Far  more  delighted  to  poflefs,  I  ween. 

Old  Calvert's  brewhoufe  for  their  Hippocrene ; 

And  bleft  with  beef,  their  ghoftly  forms  to  fill, 

Make  Dolly's  chophoufc  their  Aonian  hill, 

More  pleas'd  to  hear  knives,  forks,  in  concert  join, 

Than  all  the  tinkling  cymbals  of  the  Nine, 

B  Affift 
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Affift  me — ye  who  themes  fublime  piirfue, 

With  fcarce  a  fhift,  a  ftocking,  or  a  fhoe, 

Such  pow'r  have  fatires,  epigrams,  and  odes, 

As  make  ev'n  bankrupts  of  the  born  of  gods 

As  well  as  mortal  bards,  who  oft  bewail 

Their  unfuccefsful  madrigals  in  jail, 

Where  penn'd,  like  haplefs  cuckows,  in  a  cage, 

The  ragged  warblers  pour  their  tuneful  rage ; 

Deck  the  damp  walls  with  verfe  of  various  quality, 

And,  from  their  prifons,  mount  to  immortality. 

Ah  !   tell  me,  where  is  now  thy  blufh,  O  Shame  ■! 
Shall  bards  through  jails  explore  the  road  to  Fame  ; 
Like  fouls  of  Papifts  in  their  way  to  glory, 
Doom'd  at  the  half-way  houfe,  call'd  Purgatory, 
To  burn,  before  they  reach  the  realms  of  light, 
Like  old  tobacco  pipes,  from  black  to  white  ? 


Yet 
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Yet  let  me  fay  again,  that  pow'rful  rhyme 
Hath  lifted  poets  to  a  ftate  fublime  ; 
To  lofty  pilPries  rais'd  their  facred  ears 
High  o'er  the  heads  of  marvelling  compeers, 
Whofe  eggs,  potatoes,  turnips,  and  their  tops, 
Paid  flying  homage  to  their  tuneful  chops : 
Bleft  State !   that  gives  each  fair  exalted  mien, 
To  grace  in  print  each  monthly  magazine  ; 
And  deck  the  fliops  with  fweet  engravings  dreft, 
'Midft  angels,  flnners,  faints  of  Mr.  West  ; 
Where  brave  King  Alexander  and  the  Deer, 
A  noble,  buftling  hodge-podge  (hall  appear 
From  that  fam'd  *  pifture  which  our  wonder  drew. 
And  pour'd  its  brazen  fplendors  on  the  view  ; 
Bright  as  the  pidlures  that  with  glorious  glare. 
On  penthoufe  high,  in  Piccadilly  ftare, 

*  A  whole  acre  of  canvafs  fo  daub'd  by  colour  as  to  give  It  the  appearance 
of  a  brafs  foundery. 

Where 
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Where  liens  fccm  to  roar,  and  tygers  growl, 
Hyenas  whine,  and  wolves  in  concert  howl ; 
And  by  their  gogiing  eyes  and  furious  grin, 
Inform  what  fliaggy  devils  lodge  within. 

Ye  Nymphs  who,  fond  of  fun,  full  many  a  time, 
Mount  on  a  jack-afs  many  a  child  of  rhyme. 
And  make  him  think,  aftride  his  braying  hack. 
He  moves  fublime  on  Pegafus's  back  : 
Ye  Muses,  oft  by  brainlefs  poets  fought 
To  bid  the  ftanza  chime  and  fwell  with  thoucrht ; 
who,  whelping  for  Oblivion,  fain  would  fave 
Their  whining  puppies  from  the  fullen  wave ; 
Aflift  me  ! — ye  who  vilit  towns  and  hovels,  .    . 

To  teach  our  girls  in  bibs  to  eke  out  novels, 
And  treat  with  fcorn  (far  nobler  knowledge  ftudying) 
The  humble  art  of  making  pye  or  pudding  : 

Who 
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Who  make  our  Sapplios  of  their  verfes  vain,  / 

And  fancy  all  Parnafliis  in  their  brain ; 

And  'midft  the  buftle  of  their  lucubrations, 

Take  downright  madnefs  for  your  infpirations  ; 

Charm'd  with  the  cadence  of  a  lucky  line. 

Who  tafle  a  rapture  equal,  George,  to  thine; 

When  blefl  at  Datchet,  through  thy  Herschell's  glafs, 

That  brings  from  diftant  worlds  a  horfe,  an  afs, 

A  tree,  a  windmill,  to  the  curious  eye, 

Shirts,  ftockings,  blankets,  that  on  hedges  dry ; 

Thine  eyes,  at  evenings  late  and  mornings  foon, 

Unfated  feaft  on  wonders  in  the  moon  ; 

Where  Herfchell  on  volcanos,  mountains,  pores. 

And  happy  Nature's  true  fublime  explores  j 

Whilft  thou  fo  modefl  (wonderful  to  tell !) 

On  LUNAR  trifles  art  content  to  dwell, 

Flies,   grafshoppcrs,   grubs,   cobwebs,   cuckow  fpittle, 

In  fhort,   delighted  with  the  world  of  little^ 

C  ^^'hicK 
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Which  Weft  fliall  paint,  and  grave  Sir  Jofeph  Banks 
Receive  from  thy  hiftoric  mouth  with  thanks ; 
Then  bid  the  vermin  on  the  journals  *  crawl, 
Hop,  jump,  and  flutter,  to  amufe  us  all. 

And  thou,   great  PATRON  f  of  the  double  quill, 
That  flays  by  rhyme,  and  murders  by  a  pill, 
A  pretty  kind  of  double-barrell'd  gun, 
More  giv'n  to  tragedy  than  comic  fun  : 
Aufpicious  PATRON  of  the  paunch,  and  backs 
Of  thofe  all-daring  rafcals  chrift'ned  quacks, ' 
To  whom  our  purfe  and  lives  are  legal  plunder. 
Who,  hawk-like,  keep  the  human  fpecies  under : 

GOD  of  thofe  gentlemen  of  gingling  brains, 
Who,  for  their  own  amufementy  print  their  ftrains, 
O  aid,  as  lofty  Homer  fays,  my  nous^ 
To  flng  fublime  the  Monarch  and  the  Loufe  ! 

*  Of  the  Royal  Society.  f  Apollo. 

Nymphs, 
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Nymphs,  Phoebus,  in  my  ^r/?  heroic  chapter 
I  fhoiild  have  pray'd  for  crumbs  of  tuneful  rapture : 
Thus  to  forget  my  friends  was  not  fo  clever ; 
But,  fays  the  proverb,   "  better  late  than  never. ^"^ 

Well !   lince  I'm  in  the  invocation  trade, 
To  Co7tfck7tce  let  my  compliments  be  paid— — 


Conscience,  a  terrifying  little  fprite. 
That,   bat-like,  winks  by  day  and  wakes  by  night ; 
Hunts  through  the  heart's  dark  holes  each  lurking  vice, 
As  fharp  as  weafels  hunting  eggs  or  mice ;  — 
Who,  when  the  light'nings  flafli,  and  thunders  crack, 
Makes  our  hair  briftle  like  a  hedge-hog's  back  ; 
Shakes,  ague-like,  our  hearts  with  wild  commotion ; 
Uplifts  our  faint-like  eyes  with  dread  devotion : 
Bids  the  poor  trembling  tongue  make  terms  with  Heav'n, 
And  promife  miracles  to  be  forgiv'n : 
Bids  fpedlres  rife,  not  very  like  the  Graces, 
With  gogUng  eyes,  black  beards,  and  Tyburn  faces ; 


With 
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With  fccnes  of  fires  of  glowing  brimftone  fcarcs, 
Spits,  forks,  and  proper  culinary  wares 
For  roafting,  broiling,  frying,  fricaffeeing, 
The  Soul,  that  fad  offending  little  Being: 
That  ftubborn  fluff  of  falamander  make, 
Proof  to  the  fury  of  the  burning  lake. 

O  Conscience!  thou  ftrait  jacket  of  the  foul, 
The  madding  fallies  of  the  bard  control; 
Who,  whea  inchn'd,  Hke  brother  bards,  to  lie. 
Bring  Truth's  neglected  form  before  his  eye. 
Fair  Maid  !   to  towns  and  courts  a  ftranger  grown, 

D  CD  ' 

And  now  to  rural  fwains  almoft  unknown, 

Whofe  company  was  once  their  prudent  choice  ; 

Who  once  deHghted,  lift'ned  to  her  voice; 

When  in  their  hearts  the  gentler  paffion  ftrove, 

And  Constancy  went  hand  in  hand  with  Love. 
Sweet  Truth,  who  fteals  through  lonely  fhadcs  along, 
And  mingles  with  the  turtle's  note  her  fong; 

V^hilft 


.     C     9     ] 

Wliilft  Falsehood,  rais'd  by  fycophantic  tricks, 
Unblufhing  flaunts  it  in  a  coach  and  fix. 

St-' 

Conscience,  who  bid'ft  our  Monarch  from  the  nation, 
Send  fons  to  Gottingen  for  education, 
Since  haplefs  Cam  and  Is  is,  loft  to  knowledge, 
Are  ideots  to  this  Hanoverian  college, 
Where  fimple  Science  beams  with  orient  ray  ; 
The  great,  the  glorious  ATHENS  of  the  day! 
So  fays  the  Ruler  of  us  Englifli  fools. 
Who  cannot  judge  like  h'un  of  Wisdom's  fchools. 

Dear  attic  Gottingen !  to  thee  I  bow, 
Of  Knowledge,  O  moft  wonderful  milch  cow ! 
From  whom  huge  pails  the  royal  boys  (hall  bring, 
And  give,  we  hope,  a  little  to  the  ■ 
Through  Thee^  befides  the  knowledge  they  may  reap, 
The  lads  fliall  get  their  board  and  lodging  cheap  ;  ' 

D  And 
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And  learn,  like  their  good  parents,  to  fubfift 
Within  the  limits  of  the  Civil  Lift  ; 
Who  feldom  bid  a  Minifter  implore 
A  little  farther  pittance  for  the  poor. 

Conscience!  who  to  the  wonder  of  his  Sire, 
Bad'ft  from  his  wonted  Rate  a  Prince  retire. 
And,  like  a  fubjed,  humbly  feek  the  fliade. 
That  not  a  tradefman  might  remain  unpaid  :. 
An  adlion  that  the  foul  of  Envy  flings — 
A  deed  unmention'd  in  the  book  of  Kings: 

Conscience!  who  mad'ft  a  Monarch  by  thy  pow'r. 
Send  pris'ner  the  fam'd  *  Di'mond  to  the  Tow'r^ 
So  witchingly  that  look'd  him  in  the  face, 
And  impudently  fought  to  bribe  his  Grace  : 
Where  too  the  cradle  and  the  bed  fhall  reft, 
That  on  the  fame  damnM  errand  left  the  Eaft — 

*  Such  is  the  ftory  of  the  late  lly  Bulfe  that  flole  into  St.  James's. 

Thus 


Thus  fall  of  gems  and  pearl,  the  treas'nous  tribe, 
And  beds  and  cradles  that  would  Monarchs  bribe-! 

Conscience!  who  mak'il  our  King  (how  very  ftrange  1) 
Keep  a  fair  drawer  of  halfpence  to  give  change : 
Refolv'dj  (fo  flri<5lly  in  his  dealings  true) 
That  none  lliall  keep  from  C^sar,  Cesar's  due. 

Conscience!  who  now  can'fb,  like  a  cart  horfe,  draw,  ^ 
Now  lifelefs  linking,  fcarcely  lift  a  ftraw: 
So  different  are  thy  pow'rs  at  diff'rent  times. 
Thou  dear  companion  of  the  man  of  rhymes ! 
Thou  I  who  at  times  can' ft  like  a  lion  roar 
For  one  poor  lixpence,  yet,  like  North,  can'ft  fnore,  , 
Tho'  rapine,  murder,  try  to  ope  thine  eyes. 
And  raging  Hell  with  all  his  horrors  rife :  . 
Whofc  eye  on  petty  frauds  can  fiercely  flame, 
Yet  wink  at  full-blown  crimes  that  i^lajl  a  name,  . 

O  Con- 
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O  Conscience!  who  didft  bid  to  madnefs  work, 
(So  great  thy  pow'r)  the  brain  of  haplefs  Yorke, 
And  mad'ft  him  cut  from  ear  to  ear  his  throat, 
That  lucklefs  fpoil'd  his  patriotic  note  ; 
Yet  wanted' ft  ftrength  to  force  from  his  hard  eye 
One  drop — who  helf  d  him  to  yon  fpangled  fky  ; 
Whofe  damned  pray'rs,  feign'd  tears,  and  tongue  of  art. 
Won  on  the  weaknefs  of  his  honeft  heart ! 

Poor  YoRKE !  without  a  ftone,  whofe  reliques  He, 
Tho'  Virtue  mark'd  the  murder  with  a  figh ! 

O  Conscience!  who  to  Clive  did'ft  give  the  knife 
That,  defp'rate  plunging,  took  his  forfeit  life  ; 
Who,  lawlefs  plund'rer,  in  his  wild  career, 
Whelm'd  Asia's  eye  with  woe,  and  heart  with  fear ; 

Whofe  wheels  on  carnage  rolPd,  and  drench'd  with  blood, 
From  gafping  Nature  forc'd  the  blufhing  flood  ; 
Whilfl  Havock,  panting  with  triumphant  breath, 
Nerv'd  his  red  arm,  and  hail'd  the  hills  of  death. 


And 
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And  now  to  thee,  O  lovely  Fame,  I  bend  ; 

Let  all  thy  trumpets  this  great  work  commend : 

Give  one  a  piece  to  all  the  learn'd  Reviews, 

And  bid  them  found  the  labours  of  the  Mufe : 

Give  to  the  magazines  a  trumpet  each, 

And  let  the  fwelling  note  to  doomfday  reach : 

To  daily  newfpapers  a  trumpet  give : 

Thus  fhall  my  epic  ftrain  for  ever  live : 

Thus  fhall  my  book  defcend  to  diftant  times. 

And  rapt  pofterity  refound  my  rhymes. 

By  future  Beauties  fhall  each  tome  be  preft. 

And,  like  their  lapdogs,  live  a  parlour  gueft. 

Thee,  deareft  Fame,  fome  mercenaries  hail, 

Merely  to  gain  their  labours  a  good  fale  ; 

Or  rife  to  fair  preferment  by  thy  tongue, 

Tho'  deaf  as  adders  to  thy  charms  of  fong  : 

Juft  as  the  hypocrites  fay  pray'rs,  ling  pfalms, 

Beftow  upon  the  blind,  and  cripple,  alms  ; 

E  Yield 
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Yield  glory  to  the  Pow'r  who  rules  above, 
Not  from  a  principle  of  heav'nly  love, 

But,  fneaking  rafcals,  to  obtain — when  dead— 
A  comfortable  lodging  over  head, 

When  forc'd  by  age,  or^  do£tors,  or  their  fpoufes. 
The  vagrants  quit  their  fublunary  houfes. 

With  tirefome  invocation  having  done, 

At  length  our  glorious  Epic  may  go  on — 

Lo!  Madam  SwELLENBERG,  inclin'd  to  crajn^ 

Was   wond'rous  bufy  o'er  a  plate  of  ham: 

A  ham  that  once  adorn' d  a  German  pig. 

Rough  as  a  bear,  and  as  a  jack-afs  big ; 

In  v/oods  of  Wejlphaly  by  hunters  fmitten. 
And  fent  a  prefent  to  the  Queen  of  Britain. 

But  ere  we  farther  march,  ye  Mufes,  fay 
Somewhat  of  Madam  Swellenberg,  I  pray  : 
If  antient  poets  mention  but  a  horfe, 
We  read  his  genealogy  of  courfe  : 


Ofay, 
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O  fay,  fhall  horfes  boaft  the  deathlefs  line, 
And  o'er  a  Lady\  lineage  fleep  the  Nine  ? 

By  virtue  of  her  father  and  her  mother, 
This  woman  faw  the  light  without  much  pother ; 
That  is — no  grand  commotions  {hook  our  earth— 
Apollo  danc'd  no  hornpipe  at  her  birth, 
To  fay  to  what  perfection  flie  was  born : 
What  wit,  what  wifdom  fhould  the  nymph  adorn : 
No  bees  around  her  lips  in  clufters  hung. 
To  tell  the  future  fweetnefs  of  her  tongue  : 

Around  her  cradle  perch'd  no  cooing  dove, 
To  mark  the  foul  of  innocence  and  love  : 

No  fmiling  Cupids  round  her  cradle  play'd. 
To  fhow  the  future  conquefts  of  the  maid  ; 
Whofe  charms  would  make  the  jealous  fex  her  foes, 
And  with  their  light'nings  blaft  a  thoufand  beaus. 
Indeed,  the  Mufe  muft  own  a  trifling,  pother 
Sprung  up  between  the  father  and  the  mother ; 


For 
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For,  after  taking  methods  how  to  gain  her. 
They  knew  not  how  the  devil  to  maintain  her. . 

Heav'ns  !  what  no  prodig)^  attend  he7'  birth. 
Who  awes  the  greateft  palace  upon  earth  ? 
Yes!— a  black  cat  around  the  bantling  fquawl'd, 
Join'd  its  young  cries,  and  all  the  houfe  appall'd : 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  fprung  with  vifage  wild. 
And  made  a  bold  attempt  to  kifs  the  child: 
Bats  pour'd  in  hideous  hofts  into  the  room, 
And,  imp-like,  flitting,  form'd  a  fudden  gloom; 
Then  to  the  cradle  rulh'd  the  dark'ning  throng, 
And  raptur'd  fliriek'd  congratulating  fong; 
Which  fong,  in  concert  with  the  fquawls  of  pufs, 
Seem'd,  in  plain  German,  "  "Thou  art  one  of  us." 
In  StreUtz  firft  this  dame  the  light  efpy'd, 
Born  to  a  good  inheritance  of  pride  ; 
For  howe'er  paradoxical  it  be, 
Pride  pigs  with  people  of  a  low  degree, 


As 
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As  well  as  with,  your  folks  of  fortune,  flruts; 

Like  rats  that  live  in  palaces  or  liuts ; 

Or  bugs,  an  animal  of  pompous  gait, 

That  dwell  in  beds  of  ftraw,  or  beds  of  ftatc  ; 

Or  monkies  vile,  whofe  tooth  inglorious  grapples, 

Now  with  Ananas,  now  with  rotten  apples. 

Hail  Proteus  Pride,  whofe  various  pow'rs  of  throat 

Can  fvvell  the  trumpet's  loud  and  faucy  note ; 

And  if  a  meaner  air  can  lerve  thy  turn. 

In  panting,  quiv'ring  founds  of  Jews-harps,  mourn  1 

Hail,  Pride,  companion  of  the  great  and  little, 

5o  abjed:  who  can'fl  lick  a  patron's  fpittle  5 

Whine  like  a  fneaking  puppy  at  his  door. 

And  turn  the  hind  part  of  thy  wig  before  > 

Nay,  if  he  orders,  turn  it  infide  out. 

And  wear  it.  Merry  Andrew  like,  about ; 

Heed  not  the  grinning  world  a  fingle  rufh. 

But  bear  its  pointed  fcorn,  without  a  blufh. 

F  Yet 
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Yet  fain  wou'dft  thou  the  crouching  world  bcflrM'^, 
Jufl  hke  the  Rhodian  Bully  o'er  the  tide; 
The  brazen  wonder  of  the  world  of  yore. 
That  proudly  ftretch'd  his  legs  from  fhore  to  fhore. 
And  faw  of  Greece  the  loftieft  navy  travel. 
In  dread  fubmiiHon,  underneath  his  navel. 

So  much  for  Pride  —  great,  little,  humble,  vain  ; 
And  now  for  Madam  Swellenberg  again. 

Whether  the  Nymph  could  ever  boafl  a  grace. 
That  deign'd  to  pay  a  vifit  to  her  face. 
The  Muse  is  ignorant,  fhe  muft  alldw ; 
Yet  knows  this  truth,  that  not  one  fparkles  novj. 
If  ever  beauties,  in  delight  excelling, 
Charm'd  on  her  cheek,  they  long  have  left  their  dwelling. 
This  Nymph,  a  mantuamaker,  was,  I  ween. 
And  priz'd  for  cheapnefs  by  our  faving  Queen, 

Who 


^ 
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Wlio^\vliere's  tlie  mighty  harm  of  loving  money) 
Brought  her  to  this  fair  land  of  milk  and  honey, 
And  plac'd  her  in  a  moft  important  fpherc — 
Inspectress   General  of  the  Royal  geer. 

Soon  as  this  woman  heard  the  Loufe's  tale. 
At  once  fhe  turn'd,  like  walls  of  plafter,  pale. 
But  firft  the  ham  of  TFefiphaly  fhe  gobbled, 
And  then  to  feck  the  Lord's  Anointed,  hobbled. 
Him  full  of  wrath,  like  Peleus'  fon  of  yore. 
When  Agamemnon  took  away  his  wh— , 
In  all  the  bitternefs  of  wrath,  fhe  found; 
The  Queen  and  Royal  children  flaring  round. 

"  O  Swelly"  thus  the  madden'd  Monarch  roar'd, 
Whilfl:  wild  impatience  wing'd  the  rapid  word ; 
For  lol   the  fokmn  Monarch,  of  graceful  fpeech. 
The  King  long  fmce  had  bid  to  kifs  his  b h. 


The 
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The  broken  language  that  his  mouth  affords 
Arc  heads  and  tails,  and  legs  and  wings,  of  words, 
That  give  imagination's  laughing  eye 
A  lively  pidure  of  a  giblet  pye. 


**  O  Swel/j't  Swelly"  cry'd.  the  furious  King, 
**  What  I  what  a  dirty,  filthy,  nafty  thing  I 
'*  That  thus  you  come  to  eafe  my  angry  mind, 
*'  Indeed  is  very,  very,  very,  very  kind^ 
*'  What's  your  opinion,  hce  ?"  the  Monarch  rav'd — - 
*'  Yes,  yes,  the  cooks  fhall  ev'ry  one  be  fhav'd — 
**  What!  what!  hae!  hael  now  tell  me,  Swelly,  pray — 
**  Shan't  I  be  right  in*t — What!  what!  Sweify,  hae? 
**  Yes,  yes,  I'm  fure  on't,  by  the  Loufe's  looks, 
■**  That  he  belong'd  to  fome-one  of  the  cooks — 
**  Speak,  Swellj/'j  fhan't  we  fhave  each  filthy  jowl? — 
**  Yes,  yes,  and  that  we  will,  upon  my  foul," 


To 
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.      To  whom  the  Dame,  with  elevated  chin, 
Wiat-^/ltaring  eyes,  and  broad  contemptuous  grin  : 

'*  Yes,  fure  as  dat  my  foul  is  to  be  {av'd, 

*'  So  fure  de  dirty  rafcals  fal  be  fliav'd — 

**  Shav'd  to  de  quick  be  ev'ry  moder's  fon— '- 

**  And  curfe  me  if  /  do  not  fee  it  done : 

*'  De  barbers  foon  der  nafty  locks  fal  fall  on, 

*•  Nor  leave  one  ftanding  for  a  Loufe  to  crawl  on. 

**  If  on  der  fkulls  de  razor  do  not  fhine, 

*'  May  gowns  and  petticoats  no  more  be  mine — 

"  Curls,  clubs,  and  pigtails,  all  fal  go  to  pot 

'*  For  fufh  curs'd  naftinefs,  or  I'll  be  rot ; 

"  Or  elfe  to  Strelitz  let  me  quickly  fly 

*'  Dat  dunghill,  dat  poor  pighoufc  to  de  eye; 

"  Where  from  his  own  mock  trone  de  Prince  fo  great,* 

"  Can  jomp  into  anoder  Prince  ellate™ 

*'  Yes,  by  de  God  dat  made  dis  eart  and  me, 

"   No  fingle  loufv  rafcal  fal  go  free.** 

G  Reader, 


[  "  1    ■ 

Reader,  thou  raifcH  both  thy  marv'ling  eyes,  '    ■ 

In  all  the  ftaring  wildnefs  of  furprife  ; 
As  if  the  poet  did  not  truth  revere. 
And  lancieft  geiith'UD07ne7t  could  not  fwear  : 
Go,  fool,  and  feek  the  ladies  of  the  mud. 
Queens  of  the  lakes,  or  damfels  of  the  flood  ; 
Nymphs,  Nereids,  or  what  vulgar  tongues  call  drabs. 
Who  vend  at  Biliing{gate  their  fprats  and  crabs ; 
Tell  them  their  fi£h  all  ftink,  and  thou  w^ilt  hear 
Whether  tliat  gentlewomen  ever  fwear  r 
Nay,  vilit  many  of  our  courtly  dames. 
When  wrath  their  dove-like  gentlenefs  inflames  ; 
Lo !  thou  flialt  find,  by  many  a  naughty  word, 
They  ufe  fmall  ceremony  with  the  Lord, 
In  fpite  of  all  that  godly  books  contain,' 
That  teach  them  not  to  take  his  name  in  vain. 

**  Thanks,  S'welly,  thanks,  thanks,  thanks,"  the  King  replied, 
"  Like  me,  you  have  not  got  a  grain  of  pride. 

"  Yes, 
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"  Yes,  yes,  if  I  am  Mafter  of  this  houfe ; 

<«    i^::<^.  yes,  the  locks  fhall  fall,  and  then  the  Loufe." 


He  fpoke — and  to  confirm  the  dreadful  doom, 
Flis  head  he  fhook,  that  fhook  the  dining  room. 
Thus  Jove  of  old,  the  dread,  the  thund'ring  God, 
Shook,  when  he  fwore,  Olympus  with  his  nod.    , 

*'  Yes,  (cry'd  the  King) — Yes,  yes,  their  curls  fliall  quake; 
*'  But  tell  me,  where,  where,  where's  Sir  Francis  Drake  ?" 

O,  Reader,  think  not  'twas  that  Drake,  Sir  Francis, 

Whofe  wondrous  adions  fcem  almoft  romances ;  . 

Who  fhone  in  fenfe  profound,  and  bloodieft  wars,- 
And  rais'd  the  Nation's  glory  to  the  ftars  : 
Who  firft  in  triumph  fail'd  around  the  world, 
And  vengeance  on  the  foes  of  Britain  hurl'd  : 

But  He  who  fculks  around  the  Royal  kitchen,  , 
Which,  if  he  catch  a  neighbour's  dog  or  bitch  in. 

Let 
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Lets  fly,  to  fli-ike  the  four-legg'd  mumper  dead,     , 
A  poker,  or  a  clever,  at  his  head. 
Not  that  Sir  Francis  Drake  who,  god-like,  bore 
Fair  Freedom,  Science  to  th'  Atlantic  fhore  : 
To  Pagans  gave  the  Gofpel's  faving  grace, 
And  planted  Virtue  'midfl:  a  barb'rous  race  ; 
Spread  on  the  dark'ned  realms  the  blaze  of  light — 
But  he  vA\o  fees  the  ipoons  and  plates  are  bright ; 
Sees  that  the  knives  before  the  King  and  Queen 
Are,  like  the  pair  of  Royal  ftomachs,  heeii : 

Not  he^  whofe  martial  frown  whole  kingdoms  fliook. 
But  he  whofe  low' ring  vifage  fhakes  a  coo'k ; 

Not  he  who  pour'd  on  Mexico  his  tars. 
But  he,  at  Lo7ido72^  who  with  limn  wars : 

Napkins  and  damafk  table  cloths  affails 

With  fcifiars,  razors,  knives,  and  teeth  and  nails ; 

Who  dares  with  Doylies  defp'rate  war  to  wage, 

Such  is  his  province  and  domeftic  rage, 


If, 
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If,  like  his  prcdeceflbrs,  he  hath  grace, 
And  calls  his  conqiiefts,  perquijites  of  place — 
'Twas  noi  ihat  Drake  who  bade  his  daring  crew 
Run  with  their  bayonets  the  Spaniards  through  ; 
But  that  important  Drake,  in  office  big, 
Inftrucling  cooks  to  fpit  a  goofe  or  pig : 

Not  he  who  took  the  Spaniards  by  the  nofe, 
And  prifons  fiU'd  with  Britain's  gracelefs  foes ; 

But  he  who  bids  the  geefe,  his  pris'ners,  die, 
And  fluffs  their  legs  and  gizzards  in  a  pie : 
He  who,  three  times  a  week,  a  green-cloth  Lord, 
Sits,  Wifdom- fraught,  at  that  important  board 
With  wife  compeers,  in  Judge-like  order  ftudying, 
Whether  the  King  (hall  have  a  tart  or  pudding. 
'Twas  this  Sir  Francis,  quite  a  diff'rent  man 
From  him  who  round  the  world  with  glory  ran : 
Forbid  it,  Heav'ii!  that  e'er  the  Muse  untrue 
Should  give  to  any  man,  another's  due  I 

H  Muse,- 
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Muse,  leave  we  now  the  Monarch,  vengeance  brewing, 
To  take  a  peep  at  what  the  cooks  were  doing. 


In  that  *  fnug  room,  the  fcene  of  fhrewd  remark, 
Whofe  window  flares  upon  the  faunt'ring  park  ; 
Where  many  a  hungry  bard,  and  gambling  finner,. 
In  chop-faH'n  fadnefs,  counts  the  trees  for  dinner : 
In  that  fnug  room  where  any  man  of  fpunk 
Would  find  it  a  hard  matter  to  get  f  drunk ; 
Where  coy  Tokay  ne'er  feels  a  cook's  embraces,. 
Nor  Port  nor  Claret  fhow  their  rofy  faces  ; 

But  where  old  Adam's  beverage  flows  with  pride, 
From  wide-mouth' d  pitchers,  in  a  plenteous  tide  ; 
Where  veal,  pork,  mutton,  beef,  and  fowl  and  fifh. 
All  club  their  joints  to  make  one  hajidfome  difli : 

*  The  Larder. 

f  Thu  will  be  deemed  ilrange  by  my  country  readers— but  it  is  never- 
thclefs  true. 

Where 
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Where  ftew-pan  covers  ferve  for  plates,  I  ween. 
And  knives  and  forks  and  .fpoons  are  never  feen  : 
Where  pepper  ifllies  from  a  paper  bag. 
And  for  a  crewet  ftands  a  brandy  cag : 
Where  Madam  Swellenberg  too  often  fits 
Like  fome  old  tabby  in  her  moufing  fits, 
Demurely  fquinting  with  majeftic  mien, 
To  catch  fome  fault  to  carry  to  the  Queen  : 

In  that  fnug  room,  like  thofe  immortal  Greeks, 
Of  whom,  in  book  the  thirteenth,  Ovid  fpeaks — 
Around  the  table,  all  with  fulky  looks, 
Like  culprits  doom'd  to  Tyburn,   fat  the  Cooks  : 
At  length  with  phiz  that   fliow'd  the  man  of  woes. 
The  forrowing  King  of  fpits  and  ftewpans  rofe  ; 

Like  Paul  at  Athens,  very  juftly  fainted. 
And  by  the  charming  brufli  of  Raphael  painted, 
With  outftretch'd  hands,  and  energetic  grace. 
He  fearlefs  thus  harangues  the  roasting  race  ; 


Whilft 
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Whilft  gaping  round,  in  mute  attention  fit  -  - 

The  poor  forlorn  difciples  of  the  fpit. 

"  Cooks,   fcullions,   hear  me  ev'ry  mother's  fon~^ 

"  Know  that  I  relifh  not   this  Royal  fun: 

"  George  thinks  us  fcarcely  fit  ('tis  very  clear) 

"  To  carry  guts,  my  brethren,  to  a  bear." 

*'  Guts  to  a  bear!"  the  cooks  upfp ringing,  cry'd — 

"  Guts  to  a  bear,"  the  Major  loud  replied. 

"  Guts  to  the  devil,"  roar'd  the  cooks  again. 

And  tofs'd  their  nofes  high  in  proud  difdain : 

The  plain  tranflation  of  whofe  pointed  nofes 

The  reader  needeth  not,  the  bard  fuppofes : 

But  if  the  reafon  fome  dull  reader  looks, 

Tis  this — whatever  Kings  may  think  of  cooks, 

Howe'er  crown'd  heads  may  deem  them  low-born  things ; 

Cooks  are  poffefs'd  of  fouls  as  well  as  Kings. 

Yet  are  there  fome  who  think  (but  what  a  fhame  !) 

Poor  people's  fouls  like  pence  of  Birmingham, 

Adulterated 


r  29  ] 

Adulterated  brafs — bafe  ftiifF— abhorr'd — 
That  never  can  pafs  current  with  the  Lord  ; 
And  think,  becaufe  of  wealth  they  boafl  a  ftore, 
With  ev'ry  freedom  they  may  treat  the  poor  : 
Witnefs  the  ftory  that  my  Mufe,  with  tears, 
Relates,  O  Reader,  to  thy  fhrinking  ears. 
With  feeble  voice  and  deep  defponding  fighs, 
With  fallow  cheek  and  pity-aifking  eyes, 
A  wretch  by  age  and  poverty  decay'd, 
For  farthings  lately  to  a  Nabob  pray'd  : 
The  Nabob,  turkey-like,  began  to  fwell, 
And  damn'd  the  beggar  to  the  pit  of  hell, 
"  Oh!  Sir,"  the  Supplicant  was  heard  to  cry, 
(The  tear  of  mis'ry  trickling  from  his  eye) 
*'  Tho'  I'm  in  rags,  and  wondrous,  wondrous  poor, 
"  And  you  with  gold  and  filver  cover'd  o'er, 

*'  There  won't,  in  heav'n  fuch  difference  take  place, 

"  When  we  before  the  Lord  come  face  to  face. 

I  "  Tou 
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**  Tou  face  to  face  with  me  ^"  the  Nabob  ci y'd,. 
In  all  the  infolence  of  upftart  pride : 
<'  T'ou  face  to  flice  with  7ne^  you  dog,  appear  ?     ^  ^ 
<'  Damme  I'll  kick  you,  if  I  catch  you  there." 
Oh,  {hocking  blafphemy  !   oh,  horrid  fpecch  I 
Where  was  the  fellow  born?    the  wicked  wretch! 
So  black  an  imp  would  pull,  I  do  fuppofe, 
A  bulfe  of  di'monds  from  a  Begum's  nofe ; 

Or  make,  like  Doulah,  carelefs  of  his  foul, 
A  new  edition  of  the  old  Black  Hole. 

"  What's  life,"  the  Major  faid,   "  my  brethren,  pray, 
"  If  force  mufl:  fnatch  our  firft  delights  away  ? 

"  Relentlefs  £hall  the  Royal  mandate  drag 

"  The  hairs  that  long  have  grac'd  this  filken  bag? 

*'  Hairs  to  a  barber  fcarcely  worth  a  fig, 

*'  Too  few  to  make  a  foretop  for  a  wig : 

"  Muft  razors  vile  thefe  locks  fo  fcanty  fhave, 

"  Locks  that  I  wifh  to  carry  to  my  grave ; 


(( 


Hairs, 
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Hairs,  look  my  lads,  (o  wonderfully  thin — 
Old  Sv/ELLENBERG  hatli  niorc  upon  her  chin?" 
Yes,  that  flie  hath,  (exclaim'd  a  Cook)  by  G-d, 
A  damn'd  old  German  good-for-nothing  toad'. 

Yes,   yes,   her  mouth  with  beard  divinely  bridles 

Curfe  me,   I'd  rather  kifs  a  bunch  of  thiftles^ 
Oh  !   were  it  but  His  Majefty's  commands 
To  give  her  gentle  jawbones  to  thefe  hands, 
I'd  fhave  her,  like  a  punifli'd  foldier,   cirj' — 
No  killing  fow  fhould  make  a  fweeter  cry — 
I'd  pay  my  compliments  to  Madam's  chin — ■ 
I'll  anfwer  for't  I'd  make  the  devil  grin — 
The  razor  moft  delicioufly  fhould  work — 

I'd  trim  her  muzzle — yes,  I'd  fcrape  her  pork 

I'd  teach  her  to  fome  purpofe  to  behave, 

And  fhow  the  witch  the  nature  of  a  fhave — 
Oh!  woman,  woman!   whither  lean  or  fat, 
In  face  an  angelj  but  in  foul  a  c^/." 


He 
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He  ended— when  each  mouth  upon  the  ftretch, 
Crown'd  with  a  loud  horfe-laugh  the  claflic  fpeech. 

Too  foon,  alas!  refentment  feiz'd  the  hour. 

And  Joke  refign'd  his  grin- provoking  pow'r ; 

Rage  dimm'd  of  mirth  the  fudden  funny  fky. 

And  fiU'd  with  gloomy  oaths  each  fcowling  eye  : 

Whilft  Grief  returning  took  her  turn  to  reign, 
Sunk  every  heart,  and  fadden'd  ev'ry  mien:  > 

Drew  from  their   giddy  heights  the  laughing  graces- 

For  much  is  grief  difpos'd  to  bring  down  faces. 


"  Son  of  the  fpit,"  the  Major,   ftrutting,   cry'd, 
'  I  like  thy  fpirit,  and  revere  tliy  pride : 
'  I'd  rather  hear  thee  than  a  Bifliop  preach, 
'  For  thou  haft  made  a  very  pretty  fpeech. 
'  Such  is  the  language  that  the  gods  fliould  hear, 
*  And  fuch  fhould  thunder  on  the  Royal  ear. 


*'  Yet 
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Yet,  fon  of  drlppiitg,  tho*  thou  fpeak'ft  my  notions, 
We  muft  not  be  too  nimble  in  our  motions  — 

Awhile,  heroic  brothers,  let  us  halt ; 

Soft  fires,  the  proverb  tells  us,  make  good  malt. 

And  yet  again  I  bid  you  ftand  like  rocks, 

And  battle  for  the  honour  of  your  locks. 

Lo  !   in  thefe  aged  hairs  is  all  my  joy — 

To  fliave  them,  is  my  Bemg  to  deftroy. 

What's  life,  if  life  has  not  a  blifs  to  give — 

And  if  unhappy,  who  would  wifh  to  live  ? 

Content  can  vifit  the  poor  fpider'd  room, 

Pleas'd  with  the  coarfe  rulh  mat  and  birchen  broom; 

Where  parents,  children,  feaft  on  oaten  bread, 

With  cheeks  as  round  as  apples,  and  as  red ; 

Where  health  with  vigour  nerves  their  backs  and  hams, 

Sweet  fouls,  tho'  ragged  as  young  colts  or  rams ; 

Where  calmly  fleep  the  parents  with  their  darling<^, 

Tho'  nibbled  by  the  fleas  as  thick  as  ftarlings ; 

K  "  Sleep 
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<*  Lull'd  to  their  reft,  beneath  the  coarfeft  rugs, 
"  Dead  to  the  bitings  of  a  t4ioufand  bugs. 

"  Content,  mild  maid!  delights  in  fimph  things, 
*<  And  envies  not  the  ftate  of  Queens  or  Kings : 
"  Can  dine  on  fheep's  head,  or  a  difli  of  broth, 
"  Without  a  table,  or  a  table  cloth  ; 
"  Nor  wiflies  with  the  fafhionable  groupe, 
"  To  vifit  Horton's  fliop  for  turtle  foupe : 
**  Can  ufe  a  bit  of  packthread  for  a  jack, 
"  And  fit  upon  a  chair  without  a  back  : 
"  Nay,  wanting  knives,  can  with  her  fingers  Work, 
"  And  ufe  a  wooden  fkewer  for  a  fork. 
*'  Sweet  maid !  who  thinks  not  fhoes  of  leather  fhocking, 

*'  Nor  feels  the  horrors  in  a  worfted  flocking  : 
"  Her  temper  mild,  no  huckaback  can  fhock, 
"  Tho'  for  her  lovely  limbs  it  forms  a  fmock  : 
"  Pleas'd  with  the  nat'ral  curls  her  face  that  fhade, 
''  No  graves  are  robb'd  for  hair  to  make  a  braid : 


(( 


Her 
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"  Her  brcaft  of  native  plumpnefs  ne'er  afpires 
*'  To  fwelling  merry  thoughts  of  gauze  and  wires, 

"  To  look  like  crops  of  ducks,  (with  labour  born)' 

"  Stretch'd  by  a  fuperfluity  of  corn. 

*^  With  Nature's  hips,  (lie  Ughs  not  for  cork  rumps 

"  And  fcorns  the  pride  of  pinching  ftays  or  jumps  ; 

"  But  pleas'd  from  whalebone  prifons  to  efcape, 

"  She  trufts  to  fimple  nature  for  a  fhape  : 

"  Without  a  warmingpan  gan  go  to  bed — • 

**  And  wrap  her  petticoat  about  her  head ; 

"  Nor  figh  for  cobweb  caps  of  Mecklin  lace, 

"  That  lliade  of  quality  the  varnifli'd  face : 

"  Sweet  nymph,  like  doves,  fhe  feeks  her  Uraw-built  nclig 

'*  And  in  a  pair  of  minutes  is  undrefl: ; 

*'  Whilft  all  the  fapAonabl'e  female  clans, 

"  Undreiling,  fcem  unloading  caravans. 

"  No  matter  from  what  fource  Contentment  fprings ; 

*'  'Tis  juft  the  fame  in  Cooks  as  'tis  in  Kings  ; 

<<  And 
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*«  And  it  our  fouls  are  fet  upon  our  hair, 

<'  Let  fnip-fiiap  barbers,  na^,  let  KmgSy  beware, 

*'  Nor  tempt  the  dangerous  rage  of  true  John  Bulls, 

*'  And  clap,  like  fools,  the  edge  tool  to  our  fkuUs. 

*'  Tread  on  a  worm,  he  fhovvs  his  rage  and  pain, 

"  By  turning  on  the  wounding  toe  again : 

"  Nay,  ev'n  iiia^iitnates  appear  to  feel 

"  On  the  loofe  Jlojie^  if  chance  diredt  your  heel, 

"  Lo  !  from  its  womb  the  fudden  ftream  afcends, 

'*  To  prove  the  foot  was  not  among  its  friends ; 

"  And  calling  in  the  aid  of  neighbour  mud, 

*'  O'er  the  fair  flocking  fpouts  the  fable  flood." 

So  fpoke  the  Major,  with  refentment  flr'd — 
Spoke  like  a  man — indeed  like  man  i?7fpird  ! 
Some  critic  cries,  with  fharp  faftidious  look, 
"  Bard,  bard,  this  is  not  language  for  a  cook." — 
"  O  fnarler  !   but  I'll  lay  thee  any  wager, 
*'  It  is  not  too  fublime  for  a  Cook  Maior^ — 


"  Behold! 


(C 


[    37     ] 

Behold  I  to  remedy  our  fad  condition," 
The  Major  cry'd,   "  I've  cook'd  up  a  Petition  : 

**  This  carries  weight  with  it,  or  I'm  miftaken  : 

"  Shall  fhake  the  Monarch's  foul,  and  fave  our  bacon — 

*"*  Then  jumping  on  a  barrel,  thus  aloud 

"  He  read  fonorous  to  the  gaping  croud. 

# 

Thus  reads  a  pariili  clerk  In  church  a  brief, 
That  begs  for  burnt-out  wretches  kind  relief-— 
Relief,  alas  !   that  very  rarely  reaches . 
The  poor  petitioners,  the  ruin'd  wretches: 
But  (loft  its  way)  unfortunately  fteers 
To  fat  churchwardens  and  fat  overfeers ; 
Improves  cach'difh,  augments  the  punch  and  ale. 
And  adds  new  fpirit  to- the  fmutty  tale.- 


THR 
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The    petition    of    the     COOKS, 


X  OUR  Majefty's  firm  friends  and  faithful  cooks, 

Who  in^our  Palace  merry  liv'd  as  grigs, 
Have  heard,  with  heavy  hearts  and  down-caft  looks, 

That  we  miift  all  be  fliav'd,   and  put  on  wigs  : 
Tou^  Sire,  who  with  fuch  hojiour  wear  your  Crown, 
Should  never  bring  on  ours  difgraces  down. 


K> 


Dread  Sir !   we  really  deem  our  heads  our  own. 
With  ev'ry  fprig  of  hair  that  on  them  fprings — 

In  France,  where  men  like  fpaniels  lick  the  Throne, 
And  count  it  glory  to  be  cuffed  by  Kings, 

'Their  locks  belong  unto  the  Grand  Monarque^ 
Who  fwallows  privileges  like  a  {hark» 


Be 
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Be  pleas'd  to  pardon  what  we  now  advance — 

We  dare  your  facred  Majefty  aflure, 
That  there's  a  difference  'twixt  us  and  Frajice  \ 

And  loiig^  we  hope,   that  difference  we'll  endure. 
We  know  King  Lewis   wou'd,   with  pow'r  fo  dread, 
Not  only  cut  the  hair  off,   but  the  head. 

Oh  !   tell  us,  Sir,  in  loyalty  fo  true, 

What  dire  deligning  raggamuffiiis  faid. 
That  we  your  Cooks  are  fuch  a  nafty  ^rew, 

Great  Sir  !   as  to  have  crav/lers  in  our  head  ? 
My  Liege,  you  can't  find  one  through  all  our  houfc — 
Not  if  you'd  give  a  guinea  for  a  loufe.. 

What  creature  'twas  you  found  upon  yom-  plate 
We  know  not — if  a  loufe,  it  was  not  ours^^^ 

To  fliave  each  Cook's  poor  unoffending  pate. 
Betrays  too  much  of  arbitrary  pov/'rs — 

T  he  ad:  humanity  and  jufticc  fliocks — 
Let  him  who  ow7is  the  crawler  lofe  his  locks. 


But 
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But  grant  upon  your  plate  this  loufe  fo  dread, 

How  can  you  fay,  Sir,  it  belongs  to  usf*  — 
Maggots  are  found  in  many  a  princely  head  ; 

And  if  a  maggot,  why  then  not  a  loufe  ? 
Nay,  grant  the  faft — with  horror  fhould  you  fhrink  ? 
It  could  not  eat  your  Majefty,  we  think. 

< 
Hunger,  my  Liege,  hath  oft  been  felt  by  Kings, 

As  well  as  people  of  mferior  fiate 

Quarrels  with  Cooks  are  therefore  dangerous  things — 

We  cannot  anfwer  for  your  flomach's  fate : 
For  by  your  fize  we  frankly  muft  declare — . 
You  feed  on  more  fubilantial  fluff  than  air. 

My  Liege,  a  Univerfe  hath  been  your  foes  : 
The  times  ha\'e  look'd  moft  miferably  black — 

America  hath  tryd  to  pull  your  nofe 

French,  Dutch,  and  Spaniards,  tryd  to  bang  your  back. 

'T would  be  a  ferious  matterj  we  can  tell  ye, 

Were  ine  to  buccaneer  it  on   your  belly. 


You 


L      ^^      J 
You  fee  the  fpiiit  of  your  Cooks  then,  Sire — 

Determin'd  nobly  to  fiipport  their  locks  : 
And  fhould  your  guards  be  order'd  out  to  fire, 

Their  guns  may  be  oppos'd  by  fpits  and  crocks : 
Knives,   forks,  and  fpoons,   may  fly,  with  plates  a  ftore, 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  kitchen  roar. 

Nat.  Gardner^  Yeoman  of  the  mouth,  declaiy 
He'll  join  the  flandard  of  your  injur'd  cooks — 

Each  fcullion,   turnbroche,  for  redrefs  prepares, 
And  puts  on  very  formidable  looks  : 

Your  women  too  —  imprimis^  Mrs.  Dyer,. 

V/hofe  eggs  are  good  as  ever  felt  a  fire : 

Next  Sweeper-general  Bkkley,  Mrs.  Mary, 

With  that  fam'd  bell-ringer  call'd  Mrs.   Loman  — 

Ann  Spencer,  guardian  of  the  NecefTary — 
That  is  to  fay,  the  neceffary  woman 

All  thefe,  an't  pleafe  you.  Sir,   fo  fierce,  determine 

To  join  us  in  the  caufe  of  hair  and  vermine, 

^  M  There's 


L      ^^      J 

There's  Miftrefs  Stewart — Mr.   Richard  Day, 
Who  find  your  Sacred  Majefty  in  linen — 

Are  ready  to  fupport  us  in  our  fray  — 

You  can't  conceive  the  pallion  they  have  been  in — 

They  fwear  fo  much  your  fcheme  of  fhaving  hurts, 

You  fhan't  have  pocket-handkerchiefs  or  fliirts. 

The  grocers^  Clarke  and  'Taylor,  curfe  the  fcheme, 

And  fay  whate'er  we  do,  the  world  won't  blame  us — 

So  Comber  fays,   who  gives  you  milk  and  cream 

And  thus  your  old  friend,  Mr.   Lewis  Ramus, 

We  think  your  facred  Majefly  would  mutter 

At  lofs  of  fugar,  milk,  and  cream,  and  butter. 

Suppofc,  an't  plcafc  you,  Sir,  that  Miftrefs  K-nutton 
And  Miftrefs  Maipjield,  fierce  as  tyger  cats; 

One  Overfeer  of  all  the  beef  and  mutton, 
The  other  Lady  Prefident  of  fprats 

Suppofc  in  oppofition  to  your  wifh. 

This  locks  away  the  flefti,  and  that  the  fifti  ? 

Suppofe 


Suppofe  John  Clarke  refufe  fupplies  of  muftard, 

So  neceflary  to  your  beef  and  bacon? 
Will  Roberts  all  the  apple-pie  and  cuftard, 

Your  Majefty  would  growl,  or  we're  miftaken 

Suppofe  that  Wells^  a  ftubborn  temper,   ftudying. 
Should  take  the  plums  off  from  the  Sunday  pudding? 

Suppofe  that  Rabisforth  with  our  corps  unites?  — 
We  mean  the  man  who  all  the  tallow  handles— 

Suppofe  he  daring  locks  up  all  the  lights — 
How   could  your  Majefty  contrive  for  candles  ? 

You'd  be  (excufe  the  freedom  of  remark) 

Like  fo77ie  Adminiftrations  —  in   the  dark. 

We  dare  afliire  you  that  our  grief  is  great— 

And  oft  indeed  our  feelings  it  enrages. 
To  fee  your  facred  Majefty   befct 

By  fuch  a  gracelefs  gang  of  idle  pages — 
And  with  fiibmiftion  to  your  judgement,  Sire, 
Wc  think  old  Madam  Swellenberg  a  lyar. 


Suppofe, 
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Suppofe,  Great  Sir,   that  by  your  cruel  fiaty 
The  barbers  fhould  attack  our  humble  head, 

And  tJiat  we  fhould  not  chufe  to  breed  a  riot, 
Becaufe  we  might  not  wi£h  to  lofe  our  bread ; 

Say,  would  the  triumph  o'er  each  harmlefs  Cook 

Make  George  the  Third  like  Alexander  look? 

Dread  Sir,  refled:  on  Johnny  Wilkes's  fate, 

Supported  chiefly  by  a  paltry  rabble — 
Wilkes  bade  defiance  to  your  frowns  and  ftate,, 

And  got  the  better  in  that  famous  fquabble :. 
Poor  was  the  vidlory  you  wifli'd  to  win, 
That  fat  the  mouth  of  Europe  on  the  grin^ 

O  King,  our  wives  are  in  the  kitchen,   roaring,. 
All  ready  in  rebellion,   ready  now  to  rife — 

They  mock  our  humble  method  of  imploring. 
And  bid  us  guard  againft  a  wig-furprife : 

"  Tours  is  the  hair  (they  cry)  th'  Almighty  gave  ye,^ 

"  And  not  a  King  in  Chriflendom  fhould  £have  ye." 


Lo! 


Lol  on  th'  event  the  world  impatient  looks, 
And  thinks  the  joke  is  carried  much  too  far — 

Then  pray,  Sir,  liften  to  your  faithful  Cooks, 
Nor  in  the  Palace  breed  a  civil  war : 

Loud  roars  our  band,   and  obftinate  as  pigs. 

Cry,   "Locks  and  liberty,  and  damn  the  wigs."^ 
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POETICAL     EPISTLE,     ^^c. 


^>4r'^>4>4c>H-c>{i4«>4«^>4^^X-^>4>4<:3^4<^ 


V^  BOSWELL,  Bozzy,  Bruce,  whate'er  thy  name,. 

Thou  mighty  fhark  for  anecdote  and  fame ; 

Thou  jackall,  leading  lyon  Johnfon  forth 

To  eat  M'Pherfon*   'midft  his  native  North  y 

To  frighten  grave  profeflbrs  with  his  roar, 

And  fhake  the  Hebrides  from  fhore  to  fhore 


*"  Vide  Note,  page  i6.      The  tranflator    (but  in  Dr.  Jolinfon's  opinion  the 
author)  of  the  Poems  attributed  to  Ossian,  . 

B  All 


All  hail !  -—  At  length,  ambitious  Thane,  thy  rage 

To  give  one  fpark  to  Fame's  befpangled  page 

Is  amply  gratified  —  a  thoufand  eyes 

Survey  thy  book  with  rapture  and  furprize ! 

Loud,  of  thy  Tour,  a  thoufand  tongues  have  /poken, 

And  wonder'd  that  thy  bones  were  never  broken ! 

Triumphant,   thou  through  Time's  vaft  gulph  fhall  fail, 
The  pilot  of  our  literary  whale ; 
Clofc  to  the  claffic  Rambler  flialt  thou  clins:, 
Clofc   as  a  fupple   courtier   to   a  king ! 
Fate  {hall  not  fhake  thee  off  with  all  its  pow'r, 
Stuck  like  a  bat,  to  fome  old  ivy'd  tow'r. 
Nay,   though  thy  Johnfon  ne'er  had  blefs'd  thy  eyes, 
Paoli's  deeds  had  rais'd  thee  to  the  fkies ! 

Yes! 


(     3     ) 

Yes !  his  broad  wijig  had  rais'd  thcc,   (no  bad  hack) 
A  tom-tit  twitt'ring  on  an  eagle's  back. 

Thou,  curious  fcrapmonger,  fhalt  Hv^e  in  fong 
When  Death  hath  ftill'd  the  rattle  of  thy  tongue ; 
Ev'n  future  babes  to  lifp  thy  name  fhall  learn, 
And  Bozzy  join  with  Wood,  and  Tommy  Hearn, 
Who  drove  the  fpiders  from  much  profe  and  rhime, 
And  fhatch'd  old  ftories  from  the  jaws  of  Time. 

Sweet  is  thy  page,*  I  ween,  that  doth  recite 
How  Thou  and  Johnfon,  arm  in  arm,  one  night, 
March'd  through  fair  Edinburgh's  Padolian  (how'rs, 
Which  Cloacina   bountifully  pours ; 
Thofe  gracious  fhow'rs  that  fraught  with  fragrance  flow, 
And  gild,  like  gingerbread,  the  world  below. 

Vide  page  13. 


Ho^^■ 
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How  fvveetly  grumbled  too  was  Sam's  remark, 

"  I  fmcll  you,  Mafter  Bozzy,  in  the  dark." 
Alas !    hiftorians   are   confounded   dull, 

A  dim  Boeotia  reigns  in  ev'ry  fkuU  ; 

Mere  beafts  of  burthen,  broken-winded,  flow^ 

Heavy  as  dromedaries,  on  they  go;; 

Whilft  Thou,  a  Will-o'-wifp,  art  here,  art  there,, 

Wild  darting  corufcations  ev'ry  where.. 

What  taftelefs  mouth  can  gape,  what  eye  can  clofe. 
What  head  can  nod  o'er  thy  enlivening  profe? 
To  other's  works,  the  works  of  thy  inditing 
Are  downright  di'monds  to  the  eyes  of  whiting. 
Think  not  I  flatter  thee,  my  flippant  friend  :. 
For  well  I  know  that  flattry  would  offend  : 


Yet 
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Yet  honeft  praife,  I'm  fiire,  thou  would'ft  not  fliun^ 
Born  with  a  stomach   to  digefl  a  tun  ! 
Who  can  refufe  a  fmile  that  reads  thy  page, 
Where  furly  Sam,    enflam'd  with  Tory  rage,. 
Naflau  befcoundrels,  and  with  anger  big, 
Swears  Whigs  are  rvguesy  and  ev'ry  rogue  a  Whig? 
Who  will  not  too,   thy  pen's  mi?2utjce  blefs, 
That  gives  pofterity  the  Rambler's*  drefs  ? 
Methinks  I  view  his  full,  plain  fuit  of  brown. 
The  large  grey  bufhy  wig  that  grac'd  his  crown, 
Black  worfted  ftockings,  little  filver  buckles. 
And  fliirt  that  had  no  ruffles  for  his  knuckles, 
I  mark  the  brown  great-coat  of  cloth  he  wore,. 
That  two  huge  Patagonian  pockets  bore,. 


*  Vide  p.  9. 


G  Whic!i 


I 
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Which  Patagonlans  wond'rous  to  unfold, 
Would  fairly  both  his  Dictionaries  hold, 
I  fee  the  Rambler*  on  a  large  bay, mare, 
Juft  like  a  Centaur  ev'ry  danger  dare, 
On  a  full  gallop  dafh  the  yielding  wind, 
The  colt  and  Bozzy  fcamp'ring  dole  behind. 

Of  Lady  Lochbuy  f  with  what  glee  we  read, 
Who  offer'd  Sam  for  breakfafl,   cold  fheep's  head ; 
Who  prefs'd  and  worried  by  this  dame  fo  civil, 
Wifh'd  the  fheep's  head  and  woman's  at   the  devil. 

I  fee  you  failing  both  in  Buchan's+  pot  — 
Now  ftorming  an  old  woman  §  and  her  cot, 
Who  tcrrify'd  at  each  tremendous  fliape, 
Deem'd  you  two  demons  ready  for  a  rape. 

*  P.  376.       t  P.  429.       t  ^-  104.       P.  143. 


I  fee 
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I  fee  all  marv'ling  at  M'Leod's  together 

On  Sam's  remarks*  on  whey,  and  tanning  leather  ; 

At  Corrichatachin'sjf  the  Lord  knows  how, 

I  fee  thee,  Bozzy,  drunk  as  David's  fow, 

And  begging,  with  rais'd  eyes  and  lengthned  chin, 

Heav'n  not  to  damn  thee  for  the  deadly  fin. 

I   fee  too,    the  ftern  moralift  regale, 

And  pen  a  Latin  ode  to  Mrs.  Thrale.| 

I  fee,  without  a  night -cap  on  his  head, 

Rare  fight!   bald  Sam  in  the  Pretender's j|  bed. 

I  hear  (what's  wonderful!)  unfought  by  ftudying, 

His  clailic  difTertation  upon  pudding.  § 

Of  Provost  Jopp,^   I  mark  the  marv'ling  face, 

Who  gave  the  Rambler's  freedom  with  a  grace. 


'   I   fee 


P.  299.     t  P.  J17.     X  p.  177.     §  p.  ii6.     II  P.  440.     ^  P-  ^9- 
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I  fee  too,    tiMv'ling  from  the  Isle  of  Egg,* 
The  humble  fervant  f  of  a  horfe's  leg  j 
And  Snip,   the  taylor,    from  the   Isle   of  Muck,:|: 
WJio  flitched  in  Sky   with  tolerable  luck. 
I  fee  the  horn  that  drunkards  muft  adore  ; 
The  horn,  the  mighty  horn  of  Rorie  Morej§ 
And  bloody  fhields  that  guarded  hearts  in  quarrels, 
Now  guard  from  rats  the  milk  and  butter  barrels. 
Methinks,  the  Caledonian  dame  I  fee 
Familiar  fitting  on  the  Ramble p.'s  knee, 
Charming,  with  kiffes  fweet,  the  chvickling  fage  ^ 
Melting  with  fweeteft  fmiles  the  froft  of  age  ; 
Like  Sol,  who  darts  at  times  a  chearful  raj 
O'er  the  wan  vifage  of  a  winter's  day. 

*  P.  275.     t  A  Blackfmith.     X  P-  2.75.     §  P.  254. 


a 


Do 
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"  Do  it  again,  my  dear,"  (I  hear  Sam  cry) 
"  See  who  firft  tires,  my  charmer,  you  or  /.'* 
I  fee  thee  fluffing,  with   a   hand  uncouth, 
An  old  dry'd  whiting  in  thy  Johnfon's  mouth, 
And  lo !    I  fee,  with  all  his  might  and  main, 
Thy  Johnfon  fpit  the  whiting  out  again. 
Rare  anecdotes !    'tis  anecdotes  like  thefe, 
That  bring  thee  glory,  and  the  million  pleafe  I 
On  thefe,  fhall  future  times   delighted  flare, 
Thou  charming  haberdafher  of  fmall  ware ! 
Stewart  and  Robertson,  from  thee^  fhall  learn, 
The  fimple  charms  of  Hist'ry   to  difcern : 
To  thee^    fair  Hist'ry's  palm,  fhall  Livy  yield, 
And  Tacitus,  to  Bozzy,  leave  the  field  I 

D  Joe 


Joe  Miller's  felf,  vvhofe  page  fuch  fun,  provokes. 
Shall  quit  his  fliroud,  to  grin  at  Bozzy's  jokes  I 
How  are  we  all  with  rapture  touch'd^  to  fee 
Where^  njoheti^  and  at  what  hour,  you  fwallow'd  tea  t 
How,  07icey  to  grace  this  Afiatic  treat, 
Came  haddocks,  which  the  Rambler  could  not  eat., 

Pleas'd,  on  thy  book  thy  Sov'reign's  eye-balls  roll. 
Who  loves  a  goflip's  ftory  from  his  foul ! 
Bleft  with  the  mem'ry  of  the  Ferfian    king,* 
He,  evry  body  knows,  and  evry  thi?ig  ;: 
Who's  dead,  who's  married,  what  poor  girl  beguil'd,. 
Hath  lojl  a  paramour,    and  fou7id  a  child ; 
Which  gard'ner  hath  moft  cabbages  and  peas,. 
And  which  old  woman  hath  moft  hives  of  bees ; 

*  Xerxes, 


2J    ' 


Wluch 
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which  farmer  boafts  the  moft  prohfic  fows, 

Cocks,  hens,  geefe,  turkies,  goats,  fheep,  bulls,  and  cows  i 

Which  barber,  beft  the  ladies  locks  can  curl ; 

Which  houfe  in  Windfor,  fells  the  fineft  purl ; 

Which  CHIMNEY-SWEEP,  beft  beats,  in  gold  array, 

His  brufh,  and  fhovel,   on  the  firft  of  May  : 

Whofe  dancing  dogs,  in  rigadoons  excel ; 

And  whole  the  puppet-fhew,  that  bears  the  bell ; 

Which  clever  smith,  the  prettieft  man-trap  *  makes, 

To  fave  from  thieves,   the  royal  ducks  and  drakes ; 

The  Guinea  hens  and  peacocks  with  their  eggs ; 

And  catch  his  loving  fubjecfls  by  the  legs. 


*  His  M y  hath  planted  a  number  of  thofe  triifty  guardians  around  his 

park  at  Windfor,  for  the  benefit  of  the  public, 

O !    fince 


(    12    ; 

O!   lincc  the  Prince  of  Gossips,  reads  thy  book, 
To  what  high  honours  may  not  Bozzy  look  ? 
The  funfliine  of  his  fmile,  may  foon  be  thine — 
Perchance^  in  converfe  thou  may'ft  hear  him  fhine : 
Perchance^  to  ftamp  thy  merit  through  the  nation,. 
Fie  begs  of  Johnfon's  hfe,   thy  Dedication ; 
Afks  queftions*  of  thee,   O  thou  lucky  elf, 
And  kindly  anfwers  ev'ry  one,   himfelf. 
Bleft  with  the  claffic  learning  f  of  a  coUege,. 
Our  K— g  is  not   a  inifer  in  his   knowledge  :. 


*  Jiift  after  Dr.  Johnfoii  had  been  honoured  with  an  interview  with  a  certain  great 
perfonage,  in  the  Queen's  library  at  Buckingham  Houfe,  he  was  interrogated  by  a 
friend  concerning  his   reception,  and    his   opinion    of  the   r-y-1    intelleft.  —  His 

M y  feems  to  be  pofieffed  of  much  good  nature,  and  much  curiofity;   (replied 

the  Doflor)  as  for  his  vac,  It  is  far  from  contemptible.  —  His  M y  indeed  was 

multifarious  in  his  queftions ;   but,  thank  God,  he  anfwered  them  all  him/elf. 

■\  This  is  a  very  extraordinary  circumftance,  as  the  late  P s  D r  retained 

three  parts  of  the  money  ordered  for  the  education  of  her  children.     The  effe5l  of. 

this  abfurd  condudt  was  fo  confpicuous  in  her  daughter  M a,  that  the  letters  re-  . 

ceived  from  her  during  her  refidence  at  Denmark,  were  abfolutely  unintelligible. 

Nought 


(     13     ) 

Nought  in  the  ftorehoufe  of  his  brain  turns  mufty : 
No  razor-wit,  for.  want  of  ufe,  grows  rufty. 
Whate'er  his  head  fuggefts,  whate'er  he  knows, 
Free   as  eledion  beer  from  tubs,    it    flows ! 
Yet,  ah!  fuperior  far  !  —  it  boafts  the  merit 
Of  never  Juddling  people  with  the  fpirit ! 
Say  Bozzy,  wbefi^  to  blefs  our  anxious  fight. 
When  fhall  thy  volume*  burft  the  gates  of  light? 
O,   cloath'd  in  calf,  ambitious  brat  be  born  — 
Our  kitchens,   parlours,   libraries,  adorn  ! 
My  Fancy's  keen  anticipating  eye, 
A  thoufand  charming  anecdotes  can  Ipy : 

*  The  life  of  Dr.  Johnfon. 


E  I  read, 


(     r4     ) 

I  read,  I  read  of  G— ge  the  learn  d*  difplay 
On  Louth's  and  Warburton's  immortal  fray: 
Of  G— -ge,  whofe  brain,  ii  right  the  mark  I  hit,. 
Forms  one  huge  Cyclopoedia  of  wit : 
That  holds  the  wifdom  of  a  thoufand  ages, 
And  frightens  all  his  workmen  and  his  pages  ! 
O  Bozzy,  ftill,   thy   tell-tale   plan   purlue  :■ 
The  world  is  wond'rous  fond  of  fomething  fiem'^ 
And,  let  but  Scandal's  breath  embalm  the  page^. 
It  lives  a  welcome  guejl  from  age  to  age- 
Not  only  fay  wlio  breathes  an  arrant  knave,. 
But  who  hath  fneak'd  a  rafcaV  to  his  gra^ve  :. 

*  His  M y's    commentary  on  that  quarrel,  ia  which  the  Bishop  and    the 

.Doctor  pelted  one  the  other  with  dirt  fo  gracefully,  will  be  a  treajure  to  the  lovers 
of  literature!  Mr.  B.  hath  as  good  as  promifed  it  to  the  public,  and  we  hope, 
means  to  keep  his  word. 

Make 


%, 


(     15     ) 

Make  o'er  his  turf  (in  Virtue's  caufe)  a  rout, 
And,  like  a  d-inn  d  good  Chrijlian^  pull  him  out. 
Without  a  fear,     on  families^   harangue, 
Say  who  fliall  lofe  their  ears,  and  who  fhall  hang ; , 
Publifh  the  demireps,   and  punks  —  nay  more,. 
Declare  what  virtuous  wife,  moill  be  a  wh-re- 
Thy  brilliant  brain,  conjecture,  can  fupply. 
To  charm  through  ev'ry  leaf,   the  eager  eye. 
The  BLUE   STOCKING*  focicty  defcribe^. 
And  give  thy  comment  on  each  joke,  and  gibe : 
Tell  what  the  women  are,  their  wit,  their  quality. 
And  dip  them  in  thy  ftreams  of  immortality  !'. 

*  A  club  moftly  compofed  of  learned  ladfes,  to  Avhich  Mr.  B.  was  adirutted, . 


Let 


(     i<5     ) 

Let  Lord  McDonald  threat  thy  breech,  to  kick,  * 
And  o'er  thy  fhrinking  fhoulders,  fhake  his  ftick : 
Treat  with  contempt,  the  menace  of  this  Lord,    ■ 
'Tis  Hist'ry's  province,  Bczzy,  to  record. 
Though  Wilkes  abufe  thy  brain,    that  airy  miily 
And  fwear  poor  Johnson   murtherd  by  thy  quill  \ 
What's  that  to  thee  ?  Why  let  the  'uiEiim  bleed  — 
Thy  end  is  anfwer'd,  if  the  Nation  read. 
The  fidling  Knight,  f  and  timefiil  Mrs.  Thralc, 
Who  frequent  hobh'd  or  nobFd  with  Sam,  in  ale, 


*  A  letter  oi  Jevere  remonftrance  was  fent  to  Mr.  B.  who,  in  confequence, 
omitted,  in  the  fecond  edition  of  his  Journal,  what  is  fo  generally  pleafing  to  the 
public,  viz.  tlie  Jcandalous  pajfages  relative  to  this  nobleman. 

t  Sir  John  Hawkins,  who  (as  well  as  Mrs.  Thrale,  now  Madam  Piozzi)  threat- 
ens us  with  the  life  of  the  late  lexicographer. 

Snatch 


(     17     ) 

Snatch  up  the  pen  (as  thirft  of  fume  infpiies !; 

To  write  his  jokes  and  J}o?-ies  by  their  fires : 

Then  why  not  thou,  each  joke  and  tale  enroll, 

Who  like  a  watchful  cat,  before  a  hole, 

Full  twenty  years   (inflam'd  with  letter'd  pride) 

Did'ft  moufing  fit  before  Sam's  mouth  fo  wide. 

To  catch  as  many  fcraps  as  thou  wert  able  — 

A  very  Laz'rus  at  the  rich  man's  table  ? 

What,  tho'  againfl:  thee  Porters*  bounce  the  door, 

And  bid  thee  hunt  for  fecrets,  there  no  more, 


*  This  is  literally  true  — Nobody  is  at  home.     Our  great  people  want  the  x^^t 
to  relifli  Mr.  Bofweirs  vehicles  to  immortality.     Though  in  London,  poor  Bozzy 

is  in  a  defcirt. 


With 


(     i8     } 

With  pen  and  ink  To  ready  at  thy  coat, 

Exciseman-like,  each  fyllable  to  note, 

That  giv'n  to  prlnters  devils,   (a  precious  load  !) 

On  wings  of  print,  comes  flying  all  abroad?: 

Watch  then  the  venal  valets  —  fmack  the  maids, 
And  try  with  gold  to  make  theni  rogue-s  and  jad-es  .* 

Yet  fhould  their  honefty,  thy  bribes,  refent ; 

Fly  to  thy  fertile  genius,,  and  i?tvent :. 

Like  old  Voltaire,   w?ho  plac'd.  his  greateft  glory 

In  cooking  up   an  entertaijiing    flory. ; 

Who  laugh'd  at -Truth,  whene'er  htv  fimple  tongue 

Would  fnatch  amufefnent  from  a  tale  or  fong. 

O !    whilft  amid  the  anecdotic   mine,  ' 
Tliou  labour'ft  hard  to  bid  thy  Hero  fliine. 


Run 


(    »9    >    ' 

Run  to  Bolt  Court,*  exert  thy  CuRL-likef  foul. 
And  fifli  for  golden  leaves  from  hole  to  hole  y 
Find  when  he  eat  and  drank,  and  cough'd,  and  fneez'd  — 
Let  all  his  7}iotions  in  thy  book  be  fqueez'd; 
On  tales  however  J}ra?ige,  inipole  thy  claw  ; 
Yes,  let  thy  amber  lick  up  ev'ry  flraw  r 
Sam's  nods,  and  winks,   and  laughs,  will  form  a  treat ; 
For  all  that  breathes- of  Johnson  muji  be  great ! 
Bleft  be  thy  labours^  moft  advent'rous  Bozzy, 
Bold  rival  of  Sir  John,  and  Dame  Piozzi ; 
Heav'ns !  with  what  laurels  fhall  thy  head  be  crown'd  ! 
A  grove,  a  forejiy  fhall  thy  ears,   furround  t 


*  In  Fleet  Street,  where  the  Dodor  lived  and  died. 

t  Curl  the  bookfeller  frequently  bribed  people  to  hunt  the  temples  of  Cloacina 
for  Pope's  and  Swift's  Letters, 

Yes  r 


(    ao    ) 

Yes!  whilft  the  Rambler  iliall  a  Comet  blaze, 
And  gild  a  world  of  darknefs  with  his  rays, 
Thee  too,  that  world,  with  wonderment,  fhall  hail, 
A  lively,  bouncing  cracker  at  his  taix.! 


POSTSCRIPT. 


{        21        ) 


POSTSCRIPT. 


As  Mr.  Boswell's  Journal  hath  afforded  fuch  univerfal  pleafure 
by  the  relation  of  minute  incidents,  and  the  great  Moralifl's 
opinion  of  men  and  things,  during  his  northern  tour;  it  will  be 
adding  greatly  to  the  anecdotical  treafury,  as  well  as  making  Mr.  B. 
happy,  to  communicate  part  of  a  Dialogue  that  took  place  between 
Dr.  Johnfon  and  the  Author  of  this  Congratulatory  Epiftle,  a  few  months 
before  the  Dodlor  paid  the  great  debt  of  nature.  The  Doftor  was  very 
chearful  that  day,  had  on  a  black  coat  and  waiftcoat,  a  black  plufli  pair 
of  breeches,  and  black  worfted  flockings;  a  handfome  grey  wig,  a 
fhirt,  a  muflin  neckcloth,  a  black  pair  of  buttons  in  his  (liirt  flecvcs,  a 
pair  of  Ihoes,  ornamented  with  the  very  identical  little  buckles  that  ac- 
companied the  philofopher  to  the  Hebrides  ;  his  nails  were  very  neatly 
pared,  and  his  beard  frefli  fhayed  by  a  razor  fabricated  by  the  ingeni- 
ous Mr.  Savigny. 

P.  P.  "  Pray,  Dodor,  what  is  your  opinion  of  Mr.  Bofwell's  litC:- 
rary  powers  ? " 

"Johnfon.  "  Sir,  my  opinion  is,  tliiit  whenever  Bozzy  expires,  he  will 
create  no  vacuum  in  the  region  of  literature  —  he  feems  ftrongly  affedtcd. 
by  the  cacoethes  fcribendi ;  wiflies  to  be  thought  a  rara  avis,  and  in  truth 
fo  he  is — your  knowledge  in  ornithology.  Sir,  will  eafily  difcover,  to 
what  fpecies  of  bird  I  allude."  Here  the  Doftor  fliook  his  head  and 
laughed. 

p.  p  (I  wj^i^t  think  youj  Sir,  of  his  account  of  Corlica  ?  —  Of  his 
charafter  of  Paoli  ?  " 

Johnfon.  "  Sir,  he  hath  made  a  mountain  of  a  wart.  But  Paoli  has 
virtues.  The  account  is  a  farrago  of  difgufting  <;gotifm  and  pompous 
inanity," 

G  P.  P. 


(  "  ) 

p.  p.  "  I  have  heard  it  vvhifpered,  DoLtor,  th^t  fhould  yoa  die  be- 
fore him,  Mr.  B.  means  to  write  your  life." 

Johnfou.  "  Sir,  he  cannot  mean  me  fo  irreparable  an  injury. — Which 
of  us  fliall  die  lirft,  is  only  known  to  the  Great  Difpofer  of  Events;  but 
were  I  hire  that  James  Bofwell  would  write  my  life,  I  do  not  know  whe- 
ther I  would  not  anticipate  the  meafure,  by  taking  /vV."  (Here  he  made 
three  or  four  ftrides  acrofs  the  room,  and  returned  to  his  chair  with 
violent  emotio:i.) 

P.  P.     "  I  am  afraid  that  he  means  to  do  you  the  favour." 

yo/jfiJb?2.  ■"  He  dares  not  —  he  would  make  a  fcarecrow  of  me.  I 
give  him  liberty  to  fire  his  blunderbufs  in  /ji's  oion  face,  but  not  murther 
me.  Sir,  I  heed  not /w  ckutoj  f(p«— Bos  well  write  my  life!  why  the 
fellow  poUeffes  not  abilities  for  writing  the  life  of  an  epbemera." 


FINIS. 


ERRATA. 

The  firft  Note  in  Page  i ,  refers  to  the  word  Bruce,  vide  i  ine  i ;  and  the 
fecond  to  M'Pherfon,  vide  Line  4. 

Page  2,  Line  7,  for  fhall,  read  fiialt. 

Page  5,  Line  5,  place  a  Comma  after  Naflau. 

Page  6,  Line  i,  wond'rous  to  unfold,  Ihould  be  in  a  pfirenthefisj  with  a. 
Net,'  of  Admiration. 
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CANTO         I. 
By     PETER     PINDAR,     Efq. 

Prima  Syracofio,  dignata  efl:  ludere  Verfu 
Noftra,  nee  erubuit  Sylvas  habitare  Thalia ; 
\  Cum  Canerem  Reges  et  Prselia,  Cynthius  Aurcm, 

Vellit  et  admonuit Virgil. 

I,  who  fo  lately  in  my  lyric  Lays, 

Sung  to  the  Praife  and  Glory  of  R—  A s ; 

And  fweetly  tun'd  to  Love  the  melting  Line, 

With  Ovid's  Art,  and  Sappho's  Warmth  divine  ; 

Said  (nobly  daring  !)  "  MuiE  exalt  thy  Wings, 

"  Love,  and  the  Sons  of  Canvas,  quit  for  K — cs." 

Apollo,  laughing  at  my  Powers  of  Song, 

Cry'd,  "Peter  Pindar,  prithee  hold  thy  Tongue." 

But  I,  like  Pocts^  fclf-fuffident  grown, 

Reply'd  "  Apollo,  prithee  hold  thy  oiun." 
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The  LOUSIAD,   an  Heroi-comic  Poem;    Canto  I.    Price  2s.  (A 
new  Edition,  with  confiderable  Additions. 


A  Poetical  and  Congratulatory  EPISTLE  to  JAMES  BOS  WELL, 
Efq.  on  his  Tour  to  the  Hebrides  with  the  celebrated  Dr.  Johnson. 
(A  new  Edition)    Price   zs. 


Shortly  "jcill  be    publi/Ijed. 

The  SECOND  CANTO  of  the  LOUSIAD,  with  an  Ensravinj: 
by  an  eminent  Artift. 


The        ARGUMENT. 

ON  the  death  of  Doctor  Johnson,  a  number  of  people,  ambitious  of  being 
diftinguilhed  from  the  7nute  part  of  their  fpecies,  fet  about  relating  and  print- 
ing Stories  and  Bons  Mots  of  that  celebrated  moralift.  Amongfl:  the  moft 
zealous,  though  not  the  moft  enlightnjcd,  appeared  Mr.  Bos  well  and  Ma- 
dame Piozzi,  the  Hero  and  Heroine  of  our  Eclogue.  They  are  fuppofed 
to  hnvp  ill  contemplation  the  life  of  Johnson;  and  to  prove  their  biogra- 
phical abilities,  appeal  to  Sir  John  Hawkins  for  his  decifion  on  their  rc- 
fpeftive  merits,  by  quotations  from  their  printed  Anecdotes  of  the  Doctor. 
Sir  John  hears  them  with  uncommon  patience,  and  determines  very  properly 
on  the  pretcnfions  of  the  contending  parties. 


n 


BOZZY  AND  PIOZZI, 


TOWN       ECLOGUE. 


W  HEN  Johnson  fought  (as  Shakefpear  fays)  that  bourn. 
From  whence,  alas !  no  travellers  return  : 
In  humbler  Englifh,  when  the  Doctor  died, 
Apollo  whimpcr'd  and  the  Muses  cried; 
Parnassus  mop'd  for  days,  in  biifinefs  flack. 
And  like  a  herfe,  the  hill  was  hung  with  black. 
Minerva  fighing  for  htv  favriie  fon, 
Pronounc'd,  with  lengthen'd  face,  the  world  u?ido7ie  : 


[     4     ] 

Her  OWL,  too,  hooted  in  fo  loud  a  flile. 

That  people  might  have  heard  the  bird,  a  mtk  -■ 

Jove  wip'd  his  eyes  fo  red,  and  told  his  wife. 

He  ne'er  made  Johnson's  equals  in  his  life ; 

And  that  'twould  be  a  lo7ig  time  firft,  if  ever-^ 

His  art  could  form  a  fellow  half  fo  clever  ' 

Venus,  of  all  the  little  Loves,   the  dam,. 

With  all  the  Graces,  fobb'd  for  brother  Sam  : 

Such  were  the  heav'nly  howlings  for  his  death. 

As  if  Dame  Nature  had  refgnd  her  breath. 

Nor  lefs  fonorovis  was  the  grief,  I  ween, 

Amidft  the  natives  of  our  earthly  fcene  : 

From  beggars,  to  the  GREAT  who  hold  the  helm, 

One  Johjfo-mania  rag'd  through  all  the  realm  ! 


[     5     ] 

*•  Who^  (cried  the  world)  can  match  his  profe  or  rhime? 

O'er  wits  of  modern  days,  he  X.o\s' i%  fublvm  I 

An  OAK,  wide  fpreading  o'er  the  JJjrubs  below. 

That  round  his  roots,  with  puny  fohage,  blow  : 

A  Pyramid,  amidft  fome  barren  wafte. 

That  frowns  o'er  huis  the  fport  of  ev'ry  blafl : 

A  mighty  Atlas,  whofe  afpiring  head. 

O'er  dillant  regions,  cafts  an  awful  fhade. 

By  KINGS  and  beggars  lo !  his  tales  are  told. 

And  ev'ry  fentence  glows  a  grain  of  gold! 

Blejl  I  who  his  philofophic  phiz  can  take, 

^  Catch  ev'n  his  weahiejfes — his  i^ODDLE'sJhake, 

The  lengthen'd  lip  of  fcorn,  the  forehead's  fcowl. 

The  low'ring  eye's  contempt,  and  bear- like  growl. 

€  In 


c  «  ] 

In  vain,  the  critics  aim  their  toothlefi  rage  I 

Mere  fpratSy  that  venture  war  with  whales  to  wage  % 

Unmov'd  he  flands,  and  feels  their  force,  no  77iors 

Than  fome  huge  rock  amidft  the  watery  roar. 

That  cahnly  bears  the  tumults  of  the  deep,, 

And  howling  tempests^  that  as  well  may  Jleepy 

Strong,  midfl  the  Rambler's  cronies^  was  the  rage 
To  fill  with  his  bo?JS  mots,  and  tales,  the  page  .* 
Mere  flies ^  that  buzz'd  around  his  fetting  ray, 
Kn^hoit  Tifpkndor^  on  their  wings,  away: 
Thus  round  his  orb,  the  pigmy  planets  run. 
And  catch  their  little  luftre  from  the  SUN. 

At  length,  rufh'd  forth  two  candidates  for  fame, 
A  Scotchman^  one;  and  one  a  London  Dame  : 

That, 


[     7     ] 

Thaty  by  th' ^;/?/'/6^/'/V  Johnson,  chriil'necl  Bozzy  j 

Ihis,  by  the  Bishop's  Licenfe,   Dame  Piozzi  ; 

Whofe  ivic/o'w' d  n3.ms,  by  topers  lov'd,  wasTnRALE, 

Bj'ight  in  the  annals  of  eleEikri  ale  ■ 

'f 

A  name,  by  marriage^  that  gave  up  the  ghojl  ! 
In  poor  Pedocchio*, — no! — Piozzi,  loft  ! 

Each  feiz'd  with  ardor  wild,  the  grey  goofe  quill : 
Each  fat  to  work  the  intelleEiiial  mill'. 
That  peeks  of  bran  fo  coarfe,  began  to  pour, 
To  C72e  poor  folitary  grain  of  y7c/^r. 

Forth  ruiL'd  to  h'ght,  their  books — but  who  fhould  fay, 
Which  bore  the  palm  of  anecdote  away? 


*  The  author  was  nearly  committing  a  blunder — fortunate  indeed  was  his  re- 
cofledlion  ;  as  Vedccchio  fignifies  in  the  Italian  language,  that  mofl:  contemptible 
of  animals,  a  louse. 

IhiSy 


[     8     ] 

This,  to  decide,  the  rival  wits  agreed, 

Before   Sir  Joh.v   their  tales  and  jokes  to  read. 

And  let  the  Knight's  opinion  in  the  llrife. 

Declare  the  prop'reft  pen  to  write  Sam's  life: 

Sir   John,   renown'd  for  mufical*  palavers: 

The  Prince,  the  King,  the  EJVIPEROR  of  %^i?m/ 

Sharp  in  folfeggi,  as  the  fharpeft  needle: 

Great  in  the  noble  art  of  tweedle-tweedle. 

Of  Music's  College  form'd  to  be  a  Fellow^ 

Fit  for  Mus :  D.  or  Maestro  di  Gapella; 

Whofe  Volume,  tho'  it  here  and  there  offends, 

Boafls  German  merit — makes  by  bulk  amends. 

High  plac'd  the  venerable  quarto  fits, 

Superior,  frowning  o'er  oSiavo  wits 

*  Vid.  his  Hiftory  of  Mufic. 


And 


[     9     ] 

And  duodecimos,  ignoble  fcum  ! 

Poor  prollitutes  to  ev'ry  vulgar  thumb! 

Whilfl  undefil'd  by  literary  rage. 

He    bears  2i  ^Jpotlefs  leaf  from  age  to  age. 

Like  fchool-hoySy  lo  !  before  a  two-arm'd  chair 
That  held  the  knight,  wife  judging,  flood  the  pair: 
Or   like  two  po?2tes  on  the  fporting  ground, 
Prepar'd  to  gallop  when  the  drum  fhould  found. 
The  COUPLE  rang'd — for  vi(5l'ry,  both  as  keen, 
As  for  a  tott'ring  bifhopric,  a  dean,. 
Or  patriot  Burke,  for  giving  glorious  baftings 
To  that  intolerable  fellow  Hastings. 
Thus  with  their  fongs  contended  Virgil's  swains, 
And  made  the  valleys  vocal  with  their  flrains, 

D.  Before 


'[     lo     ] 

Before  fome  gray -beard  swain,  whofe  judgement  ripe. 
Gave  goats  for  prizes  to  the  prettieji  pipe, 

*'  Alte  nately^  in  anecdotes,  go  on ; 
VtutfirJ},  begin  you^  Madam,"  cried  Sir   John: 
The  thankful  dame  low  curtfied  to  the  chair. 
And  thus,  for  vifl'ry  panting,  read  the  fair: 

MADAME       P  I  O  Z  Z  I*. 

Sam  Johnson  was  of  Michael  Johnson  born; 
Whofe  fliop  of  books  did  Lichfield  Town  adorn: 
Wrong-headed,  flubborn  as  a  halter d  ram; 
In  fliort,    i\\G.  7?iodel  of  our  Hero  Sam: 
IncHn'd  to  madnefs  too — for  when  his  ihop 
Fell  down,  for  want  of  cafti  to  buy  a  prop; 
Vid,  Piozzi's  Anecdotes,  psgc  3. 


For 


[  «»  ] 

For  fear  the  thieves  might  ileal  the  vaniJ}o''d  ftore. 
He  duly  went  each  night  and  loclid  the  door  ! 

B    O    Z    Z    Y* 

Whilft  Johnson  was  in  Edinburgh,  my  wife. 
To  pleafe  his  palate,  fludied  for  her  life  : 
With  ev'ry  rarity  fhe  lill'd  her  houfe. 
And  gave  the  Doctor,  for  his  dinner,  ^rof/,/^. 

MADAME      P  I  O  Z  Z  If. 
Dear  Doctor  Johnson  was  in  fize  an  ox ; 

And  from  his  Uncle  Andrew  learn'd  to  box; 
A   MAN  to  wrefllers  and  to  bruifers  dear. 

Who  kept  the  ring  in  Smithfield  a  v^hoh  year. 

The   Doctor  had   an  Uncle  too,  ador'd 

By  jump'mg  gentry ^  call'd  Cornelius   Ford; 

*  Bozzy's  Tour,  p.  38.  -j-  Piozzi's  Anccdo'cs,  p.  5. 


W.'io 


[  "  ] 

Wlio  jump'd  in  hoots ^  which  Jumpers  never  chufe, 
Far  as  a  famous  Jumper  jumpd  in  fioes. 

B    O     Z    Z     Y* 

At  fupper,  rofe  a  dialogue  on  witches. 

When  Crosbie  faid,  there  could  not  be  fuch  b-tch-s ; 
And  that  'twas  blafphemy  to  \ki\v^  fuch  hags 
Could  flir  up  ftorms,  and  on  their  broo?jiJiick  nags 
Gallop  along  the  air  with  wondrous  pace, 
And  boldly  fly  in  God  Almighty's  face: 
But  Johnson  anfwer'd  him,  '*  There  jnight  be  witches, 
Nought  prov'd  the  non  exiftence  of  the  b-tch-s." 
MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I  t. 
When  Thrale,  as  nimble  as  a  boy  at  fchool, 
Leap'd,  tho'  fatigu'd  with  hunting,  o'er  a  Jlool  \ 

*  P-  39-  t  P.  6. 


The 


[     '3     ] 

The  Doctor,  proud  the  fame  gnnd  feat  to  do  \ 
His  pow'rs  exerted^  and  jumped  over  too. 
And  tho'  he  might  a  broken  back,  bewail, 
He  fcorn'd  to  be  eclipsd  by  Mr.  Thrale. 

B  O  Z  Z  Y*. 

At  Ulikisit,   our  friend,  to  pafs  the  time, 

Regafd  us  with  his   knowledges  fuhllme  : 

Show'd  that  all  forts  of  learning  lill'd  his  Nor, 
And  that  in  butchery  he  could  bcaj-  a  hob. 

He  fagely  told  us  of  the  diff'rent  feat 

Employ'd  to  kill  the  anima's  we  eat : 

An  ox,  fays  he,  in  country  and  in  town. 

Is  by  the  butchers  conftantly  hiocK d  donon  : 

*  Page  300. 

E  A.s 


[     H    ] 

As  for  that  lefler  animal,  a  calf. 

The  knock  is  really  not  fo  ftrong  &j  half-y 

The  bead  is  only  ^/^;?«V:  but  as  for  goats. 

And  flieep,  and  lambs,  the  butchers  cut  their  throats. 

Thofe  fellows  only  want  to  keep  them  quiety 

Not  cliufmg  that  the  brutes  Ihould  breed  a  riot. 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 

When  Johnson  was  a  child,  and  fwallow'd  pap,. 
'Twas  in  his  mother's  old  maid  Catharine's  lap  :. 
There,  whilft  he  fat,  he  took  in  wond'rous  learning,, 
For  much  his  bowels  were  for  knowledge  yearniftg^ 
There  heard  the  itory  which  we  Britons  brag  on. 
The  ftory  of  St,  George  and  eh  the  Dragon.. 

Page  15. 


BozzY. 


[     »5     ] 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 

When  FooTE  his  leg,  by  fome  misfortune,  broke, 
Says  I  to   Johnson,   all  by  way  of  joke, 
**  Sam,  Sir,  in  Paragraph,  will  foon  be  clever. 
And  take  off  Peter  better  now  than  ever," 
On  which,  fays  Johnson,  without /je/^ a i ion ^ 
George  "I"  will  rejoice  at  Foote's  depeditation" 
On  which,  fays  7,  a  penetrating  elf ! 
"   Do6lor,  I'm  fure  you      md  that  word  your/e/f.'" 
On  which  he  /augh'd;  and  fa  id  I  had  divind  it^ 

For  bond  fide^  he  had  really  coi?i'd  it. 


*  Page  141. 

t  George  Faulkner,  the  printer  at  Dublin,  taken  off  by  Foote  under  the 
charader  of  P£ter  Paragraph. 

And 


[  ««  ] 

And  yet,  of  all  the  words  I've  coind,  (fays  he) 
My  Didlionary,  Sir,  contains  but  three" 

MADAME     PIOZZI. 

The  Doctor  faid,  in  literary  matters 
A  Frenchman  goes  not  deep — he  only  /matters  : 
Then  alk'd,  what  could  be  hop'd  for  from  the  dogs ; 
Fellows  that  liv'd  eternally  on  frogs-f 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 

In  grave  procefllon  to  St.  Lennard's  College, 
Well  fluff 'd  with  every  fort  of  ufeful  knowledge. 
We  Jlately  walk'd,  as  foon  as  fupper  ended : 
The  Landlord  and  the  Waiter  both  attended: 

Page  55- 


The 


[    «7    ] 

The  Landlord,  fkillM  apiece  of  greafe  to  handle, 
Before  us  march'd  and  held  a  tallow  candle : 
A  lantern,  (fome  fam'd  Scotfman  its  creator) 
With  equal  grace  was  carried  by  the  waiter  : 
Next  morning,  from  our  beds  we  took  a  leap  j 
And  found  ourfelves  much  better  for  our  fleep, 

MADAME      P  I  O  Z  Z  I* 

In  Lincolnfliire,  a  lady  fliow'd  our  friend 
A  grotto,  that  flie  wifh'd  him  to  commmd : 
Quoth  {he  *'  How  cool  in  fummer  this  abode!" 
**  Yes,  Madam,  (anfwer'd  Johnson)  for  ?itoad" 

*  Page  203. 

F  BOZZY. 


[     «8     ] 

B    O     Z    Z    Y*. 

Between  old  Scalpa's  rugged  ifle  and  Rafay's, 
The  wind  was  vaflly  boift'rous  in  our  faces : 
'Twas  ^/i5r/<?^<!j- Johnson's  figure  to  fet  fight  on- 
High  in  the  boat,  he  look'd  a  noble  Triton  I 
But  lo  !  to  damp  our  pleafure  Fate  concurs, 
For  Jo.  the  blockhead  loft  his  matter's  fpurs : 
This,  for  the  Rambler's  temper,  was  a  ruhher^ 
Who  wonder'd  Jofeph  could  be  fuch  a  lubber, 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  1 1. 

I  afk'd  him  If  he  knock'd  Tom  Osborn  \  down  ; 
As  fuch  a  tale  was  current  through  the  town — 

*P.  185.  +232.  :t  Eookfeller. 

Says 


[     >9    ] 

Says  I,  *'  Do  tell  me,  Doctor,  what  befell" 
*^  Why,  deareft  lady,  there  is  nought  to  tell  : 
I  ponder'd  on  the  profrejl  mode  to  treat  him — 
The  dog  was  hnpudent,  and  fo  I  beat  him  ! 
Tom,  like  a  fool,  proclaim  d  his  fancied  wrongs ; 
Others  that  I  belabour  d^  held  their  tongues." 

Did  any  one  that  he  was  happy ,  cry— 
Johnson  would  tell  h\m  plumpiy^  'twas  a  lie  ; 
A  LADY*  told  him  fhe  was  really  fo: 
On  which  he  llernly  anfwer'd,  "Madam,  no  ! 

Sickly  you  are,  and  ugly — foolifh,  poor ; 
And  therefore  can't  be  happy,  I  am  fure. 
'Twould  make  a  fellow  hang  himfclf  whofe  ear 

Were,  hom  fuch  creatures^  forc'd  fuch  fluff  to  hear." 

B  O  Z  Z  Y\ 

*Page  285.. 


[   50    3 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 

Lo  I  when  we  landed  on  the  Ifle  of  Mull, 
The  megrims  got  Into  the  Doctor's  fcull : 
With  fuch  bad  humours  he  began  to  fill, 
I  thought  he  v/ould  not  go  to  Icolmkill  : 
But  lo !  thofe  megrims  (wonderful  to  utter  !) 

Were  banifti'd  all  by  tea  and  bread  and  butter  1 

MADAME      PIOZZI. 

Quoth  I  to  Johnfon — Dodor,  tell  me  true. 
Who  was  the  heft  man  that  you  ever  knew  ? 

He  anfwer'd  me  at  once,  George  Psalm  an  azar  ; 
Keen  in  the  Engliih  language  as  a  razor, 

*  P.  386. 


Such 


[  «»  ] 

Such  was  the  Ji range,  the  Jlrangejl  of  replies. 
That  rals'd  the  whites  of  both  my  vvond'ring  eyes ; 
As  this  fame  George,  in  impofition  flrong. 
Beat  the  firft  lyars  that  e'er  wagg'd  a  tongue, 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 

I  wonder'd  yeflerday,  that  one  John  Hay, 

Who  ferv'd  as  Cicerone  on  the  way ; 

Should  fly  a  man  of  war — a  fpot  fo  blell — 

A  fool !  nine  months  too,  after  he  was  preft: 

Quoth  Johnson,  "  no  man.  Sir,   would  be  a  failor, 

*'  With  fenfe  to  fcrape  acquaintance  with  a  jailor* 

M  A  D  A  Al  E      P  I  O  Z  Z  I*. 
I  faid,  1  lik'd  not  gcofe,  and  mention'd  why : — 

"  One  fmells  it  roafling  on  the  fpit,"  quoth  I: 
*  Page  151.  ■f  Page   103. 


*'■  Ton,  Madam, "  cried  the  Doctor,  with  a  frown, 

*'  Are  always  gorging — fluffing  fomething  down'."' 

Madam,  'tis   very  natural  to  fuppofe. 

If  in  the  pantry  you  w'lW  poke  your  nofe. 

Your  maw,  with  ev'ry  fort  of  victuals  fwelling, 

That  you  jftufl  want  the  blifs  of  dinner  fmellinv , 

B     O     Z     Z     Y. 

As  at  Argyle's  grand  houfe,  my  hat  I  took. 
To  feek  my  alehoufe  j  thus  began  the  Duke, 
*'  Pray,  Mr.  Bofwell,  won't  you  have  fome  tea  ?" 
To  this,  I  made  my  bow,  and  did  agree —  / 

Then  to  the  drawing  room,   we  both  retreated. 
Where  Z/fl^/;/ Betty  Hamilton  was  feated 
Clofe  by  the  Duchess,  who,  in  deep  difcourfe. 
Took  no  more  notice  of  me  than  a  horfe. 


I 


[     i3     ] 

Next  day  m)felf,  and  Dodor  Johnson  took 
Our  hats,  to  go  and  wait  upon  the  Duke  :. 
Next  to  himfelf,  the  Duke  did  Johnson  place. 
But  I,   thank  God,  fat  Jecond  to  his  Grace. 
The  place  was  due,  moft  fureJy  to  my  merits — 

And  faith,  I  was  in  very  pretty  fpirits  i 
I  plainly  faw  (my  penetration  fuch  is) 
I  was  not  yet  in  favour  with  the  Duchess,. 
Thought  I,  I  am  not  difconcerted  yet — 
Before  we  part,  I'll  give  her  Grace  a  fweat — ' 
Then  looks  of  intrepidity  I  put  on, 
\    And  afk'd  her,  if  fhe'd  have  a  plate  of  mutton. 
This  was  a  glorious  deed  mufl  be  confefs'd  ! 
I  knew  I  was  the  Dukes,  and  not  her  gueft ! 

Knowing 


[       24       ] 

Knowing — as  I'm  a  man  of  tip-top  breeding. 

That  great  folks  drink  no  healths  whilfl  they  are  feeding; 

I  took  my  glafs,  and  looking  at  her  Grace, 

I  ftar'd  her  like  a  devil  in  the  face : 

And  in  refpeBfid  terms,  as  was  my  duty. 

Said  I,  my  Lady  Duchess,  Ifaluteye; 

Moft  audible,   indeed,  was  my  falute. 

For  which  fome  folks  will  fay  I  was  a  brute ; 

But  faith,  it  dalli'd  her,  as  I  knew  it  wou'd. 

But  then  I  knew,  that  I  was  flelh  and  blood. 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I*. 

Once. at  our  houfe,  amidft  our  Attic  feafts. 

We  likened  our  acquaintances  to  heajls  : 

*  Page  204. 


n*\.' 


[      25      ] 

As  for  example — fome  to  calves  and  hogs, 

And  fome  to  bears,  and  monkeys,  cats  and  dogs : 

We  faid,   (which  charm'd  the  Doctor  much,  no  doubt) 

His  mind,  was  like,  of  Elephants,  {h^fnoutt 

That  could  pick  pins  up,  yet  poffefs'd  the  vigour 

For  trimming  well  the  jacket  of  a  Tyger, 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 

Auguft  the  fifteenth,  Sunday,  Mr.  Scott 
Did  break fafl  with  uS' — when  upon  the  fpot ; 

To  him,   and  unto  Doctor  Johnson,  lo  ! 

1 
I 

1    Sir  William  Forbes  fo  clever,  did  I  fhow! 
A  man,  that  doth  not  after  roguery,  hanker  : 
A  charming  Chriilian,  the'  by  trade,  a  Ba?iker  : 

*  P.  15. 


TK/f^J^ 


[26     ] 

Made  toOj  of  good  companionable  iluff. 

And  this,  I  think  is  hy'xvig  full  enough  \ 

And  yet  It  Is  but  juftice  to  record 

That  when  he  had  the  n:ieailes — 'pon  my  word. 

The  people  feem'd  In  fuch  a  dreadful  fright. 

His  houfe,  was  all  furrounded,  day  and  night. 

As  If  they  apprehended  fome  great  evil ; 

A  general  conflagration  or  the  devil. 

And  when  he  better'd — oh  f  'twas  grand  to  fee  *em 

Like  mad  folks  dance ;  and  hear  'em  fmg  Te  Deum* 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I  *. 

Quoth  Johnson  "  who  d'ye  think  mj  lifcy  will  write  ?" 
Goldsmith,"  faid  I — quoth  he,  "  the  dog's  vile  fpite, 

"Rpfidps 


^^X 


[     27     ] 

Befides  the  fellow's  monflrous  love  of  ijing^ 

Would  doubtlefs  make  the  book  not  worth  the  buying* 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 

That  worthy  gentleman,  good  Mr.  Scott 
Said  'twas  our  Socrates's  lucklefs  lot 
To  have  the  w^  a  iter,  a  fad  nafty  blade 
To  make,  poor  gentleman,  his  lemoftade  ; 
Which  WAITER,  much  againfl  the  Doctor's  wifh. 
Put  with  his  paws,  the  fugar  in  the  difh  : 
The  Doctor  vex'd  at  fuch  a  filthy  fellow,. 
Began,  with  great  propriety,  to  bellow  ; 

Then  up,  he  took  the  difh,  and  nobly  flung 
The  hquor  out  of  v/indow  on  the  dung. 

:^  p.  13. 

And 


[     =8     ] 

And  Doctor  Scott  declar'd,  that  by  his  frown. 
He  thought  he  would  have  knock'd  the  fellow  down. 

MADAME      PIOZZI*. 

Dear  Doctor  Johnson  left  off  drinks  fermented  : 
With  quarts  of  chocolate  and  cream,  contented  : 
Yet  often,  down  his  throat's  prodigious  gutter. 

Poor  man  !  he  pour'd  a  flood  of  melted  butter ! 

B     O     Z    Z    Y. 

With  glee,  the  Doctor  did  my  girl  behold  : 
Her  name,  Veronica,  juftfour  months  old  : 
This  name  Veronica,  a  name  tho'  quaint, 
Belong'd  originally  to  a  Satnt: 

P.    102. 


tJ.,* 


[     =9     ] 

But  to  my  old  great-grandam  itwasgiv'n; 

As  fine  a  woman  as  e'er  went  to  hcav'n  : 
And  what  mull  add  to  her  importance  miich^ 
This  lady's  genealogy  was  Dutch, 
The  man,  who  did  efpoufe  this  dame  divine. 
Was  Alexander  Earl  of  Kincardine; 
Who  pour'd  along  my  body  like  a  fluice, 
The  noble,  noble,  noble  blood  of  Bruce  ! 
And  who,  that  own'd  this  blood,  could  well  refufc 
To  make  the  world  acquainted  with  the  7^ews  f 
)   But  to  return  unto  my  charming  child, 
About  our  Doctor  Johnson,  ftie  was  v:ild : 
And  when  he  left  oft'  fpeaking,  llie  would  flutter, 
Squawl  for  him  to  begin  again,  and  fputter ! 


[     30     ] 

And  to  be  ;/^^r  him,  a  llrong  wifh,  exprcfs'd, 
Whicli  proves,  he  was  not  fiich  a  horrid  beafl. 

Her  fondncfs  for  the  Doctor,  plcas'd  me  greatly, 
On  whieh  I  loud  exckiim'd  in  language  flately, 
Nay  if  I  recollc6l  aright,  I  fucorc, 
I'd  to  her  fortune  add  froe  hundred  more  ! 

MADAME      P  I  O  Z  Z  I  *. 

One  day  as  we  were  all  In  talking  loft. 
My  mother's  fav'rite  fpanicl  ftole  the  toaft ; 
On  which,   Immediately,  I  fcream'd   "  Fie  on  her, — 
"   Fie,  Belle,"  faid  I,  *'  you  ufcd  to  be  on  honour." 

* 

*'  Yes,"  Johnson  cried,  "  but,  Madam,  pray  be  told, 
••   The  reafon  fur  the  vice,  is — Eklle  grows  old" 

*•  256. 


t    3-     ] 

But  Johnson  never  could  the  dog,  abide, 
Bccaufc  my  mother  wafh'd  and  comb'd  his  hide. 
The  truth  on't  is — Belle  was  not  too  well  bred. 

Who  always  would  iiifijl  on  being  fed ; 
And   very  often  too,  the  faucy  slut 
Infilled  upon  having  the  firjl  cut,. 

B    O    Z    Z    Y. 

Laft  night  much  care  for  Johnson's  cold,  was  usisii 
Who,  hitherto  without  his  r.ightcap,  fnoozd: 
1  hat  nought  might  treat  fo  wonderful  a  man  ill. 
Sweet  Miss  M'Licoi),  did  make  a  cap  of  .flannel; 
And  after  putting  it  about  his  head. 
She  gave  him  brandy,  ay  he  went  to  bed. 


[     3^^     ] 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I  *. 

One  night  we  parted  at  the  Dodlor's  door. 

When  thus  I  faid,  as  I  had  faid  before, 

**  Don't  forget  Dicky,  Doctor — mind  poor  Dick." 

On  which  he  turn'd  round  on  his  heel  fo  quick, 

*'  Madam,"  quoth  he,  *'  and  when  I've  ferv'd  that  elf  ;^ 
*'  I  guefs  I  then  may  go  and  hajig  myfelf." 

B    O     Z     Z     Yt. 

At  night  well  foak'd  with  rain,  and  wond'rous  weary. 

We  got  as  wet  as  fliags  to  Inverary  : 

We  fupp'd  moft  royally — were  vaftly  friiky, 

When  Johnson  ordered  up  a  gill  of  whifkey  : 

Taking  the  glafs,  fays  I,  «  Here's  Miftrefs  Thrale." 

"  Drink  her  in  whljkey  not,"  faid  he,  "  but  ale^ 

*  P.  204.  t  P.  483- 


A  T  d  n  a   M  ET 


[     33     ] 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I  * 

The  DocTon  h?.d  a  cat,  audchrift'ned  Hodge, 
That  at  his  houfe  la  Fleet  Street  us'd  to  lodge — 
This  Hodge  grew  old,  and  fick,  nnd  us'd  to  wllh 
That  all  his  dinners  might  be  foriu'd  d  JiJJj^ 
To  pleafe  poor  Hodge,  the  Doctor,  all  fo  kind, 
Vv^entout,  and  bought  him  oyflers-to  his  mind- 
This  ev'ry  day  he  did — nor  afk'd  black  Frank  f". 
Who  deem'd  himfelf  of  much  too  high  a  rank. 
With  vulgar  ffi-fags,  to  be  forc'd  to  chat, 
And  purchafe  oyiiers,  for  2.- mangy  cat. 

*  P.    I02. 

•j^  Dr.  Johnfon's  fervant, 

K  STIR 


[     36     ] 

When  at  my  feet,  the  humbled  knaves  would  fall ; 
The  thund'ring  Jupiter  of  HieKs's  Hall. 

The  KNIGHT,  thus  finiihing  his  fpeech  fo  yjj/r ; 
Sleep  puU'd  him  gently  backwards,  in  his  chair: 
Op'd  wide  the  mouth,  that  oft  on  Jail-birds  /were, 
Then  rais'd  his  nafal  ORGAN  to  a  roar. 
That  adlually  furpafs'd  in  ione^  and  grace. 
The  grumbled  ditties  of  his  fav'rite  base*. 

*  The  violoncello,  on  which  the  Knight  is  a  performer. 


ECLOGUE. 


[    37     ] 

E        C        L        O        G        U        E. 

PART      IL 

OW  from  his  fleep  the  Knight,  affrighted  fprung, 
Whilft  on  his  ear,  the  words  of  Johnson  rung; 

For  lo!  in  dreams,  the  furly  rambler  rofe, 

And  wildly  flaring,  feem'd  a  man  of'uwes. 

♦^  Wake,  Hawkins/'  (growl'd  the  Doctor  with  a  frown) 

"  And  knock  that  fellow  and  that  woman  down— 

« 

<*  Bid  them  with  Johnson's  life  proceed  no  further — 
*'  Enough  already  they  have  dealt  in  murther— 
Say,  to  their  tales,  that  little  truth  belongs — 
\i  famcy  they  mean  me — h\A  ^\tvci  hold  their  tongucSs 


(( 


(( 


*'  In  vain  at  glory,  gudgeon  Boswell  fnaps  — 
**  His  MIND,  a  paper  kite — compos'd  o^  /craps -, 

*'  Jufl  o'er  the  tops  of  chimneys^  form'd  to  fly: 
*'  Not  with  a  wing  Jiihlimei  to  mount  \^t  Jky* 
•*  Say  to  the  dog,  his  head's  a  downright  drum, 
*'  Unequal  to  the  Hift'ry  of  Tom  Thumb  : 
**  Nay — tell,  of  anecdote^  that  thirfty  leach^ 

*'  He  is  not  equal  to  a  Tyburn  Speech^. 

*'  For  that  Piozzi's  wife,  let  me  exhort  her, 
"  To  draw  her  immortality  from  porter  : 
**  Give  up  her  anecdotical  inditing, 
**  And  fludy  houfewifry  inllead  of  writing : 

*  Compofed  for  the  unfortunate  hrave  of  Newgate,  by  different  hiftorlans. 

«  Bid 


[     39     ] 

**  Bid  her,  a  ^^oox  biography  fufpend^ 

*'  Nor  crucify,  through  vanity,  a  friend. 

"  I  know  no  bufinefs  women  have  with  learning  : 

*'  I  fcorn,  I  hate  the  mole-ey'd,  half  discerning: 

*'  Their  wit,  but  fcrves  a  hufband's  heart  to  rack  : 

"  And  make  eternal  horfewhips  for  his  back.. 

**  Tell  Peter  Pindar,  {hould  you  chance  to  meet  him, 
*'  I  like  his  genius — fhould  be  glad  to  greet  him — 
**  Yet  let  him  know,   crown'd  heads  are  facred  things, 
"  And  bid  him  rev'rence  more,  the  best  of  kings*: 

*  This  is  a  Jiran^e  and  slmoft  incredibk  fpeech  from  JohnJcii\  mouth,  as  not 
many  years  ago,  when  the  age  ai  a  certain  grfat  personage  became  the  fubjedl 
of  debate  ;  the  Dcditor  broke  in  upon  the  converfation  with  the  following  qucftion: 
*'  Of  what  importance  to  the  prefent  company,  is  his  age? — Of  what  importance 
"  would  it  have  been  to  the  world  if  he  had  never  exifted  ?"  If  we  may  iudge 
likcwife  from  the  following  fpeech;  he  deemed  the  prefent  possessor  of  a  certain 
THRSiNE  as  much  an  usurper  as  King  William,  whom,  according  to  Mr.  Bos- 
well's  account,  he  hefceundrets.  The  ftory  is  this — An  acquaintance  ot  Johnson, 
afked  him  if  he  could  noX.  ftng.  He  replied,  •'  I  know  but  one  fongj  and  that 
*'  is,  *  The  King  fhall  enjoy  his  own  again." 

"  Still 


[  =°  ] 

«*  Still,  en  his  PEGASUS,  continue  jogging , 

"  And  give  that  Bo  swell's  back  another  flogging/* 

Such,  was  the  dream  that  wak'd  the  fleepy  Knight  ; 
And  op'd  again  his  eyes  upon  the  light  — 
Who  mindlefs  of  old  Johnson  and  his  frown 

And  flern  commands  to  knock  the  couple  down ; 
Refolv'd  to  keep  the  peace— and  in  a  tone 

Not  much  unlike  a  maftifF  o'er  a  bone ; 
lie  grumbkdi  that  enabled  by  the  nap, 
He  now  could  meet  tnoi'e  biographic  fcrap : 
Then  nodding  with  a  mag'iftraiial air^ 

To  farther  anecdote,  he  call'd  the  fair. 


MADAME 


[     41     ] 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I  *. 

Dear  Doctor  Johnson  lov'd  a  leg  of  pork; 
And  hearty  on  it,  would  his  grinders  work  : 
He  lik'd  to  eat  it  fo  much  over-done^ 
That  one  might  pake  the  flelh  from  off  the  bone. 
A  veal  pye  too,  with  fugar  cramm'd  and  plums, 
Was  wond'rous  grateful  to  the  Doctor's  gumSi 
Though  us'd,   from  morn  to  night,  on  fruit  to  Jluff\ 
He  vow'd  his  belly  never  had  enough, 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 

One  Thurfday  morn,  did  Doctor  Johnson  wake. 
And  call  out  *'  Lanky,  Lanky,"  by  mijlake — 

*  Page  8.  t  Page  384. 

M  But 


[     35     ] 

But  recollecfliiig — *'  Bozzy,  Bozzy,"  cried — • 
For  in  contraBionSf  Johnson  took  a  pride! 

MADAME     P  1  O  Z  Z  I*. 

Whene'er  our  friend  would  read  in  bed  by  night. 
Poor  Mr,  Thrale  and  I  were  in  a  f right  \ 
For  blinking  on  his  book  too  near  the  flame, 
Lo!  to  the  fore-top  of  his  wig  it  came  ! 
Burnt  all  the  hairs  away,  both  great  and  fmall, 
Down  to  the  very  net-zvork,  nam'd  the  caul, 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 
At  Corrachatachin's,  in  hoggifm  funk, 
I  got  with  punch,  alas!  confounded  drunk- 
*  Page  237.  f  P-si?. 


Much 


[     43     ] 

Much  was  I  vex'd,  that  I  could  not  be  quiet. 
But  like  a  flupid  blockhead,  breed  a  riot. 
I  fcarcely  knew  how  'twas  I  reel'd  to  bed  — 
Next  morn  I  wak'd  with  dreadful  pains  of  head  : 
And  terrors  too,  that  of  my  peace,  did  j^oh  f?:e — 
For  7?2uch  I  fcar'd,  the  mop.alist  would  mcl^  me. 
But  as  I  lay  along  a  heavy  log, 
The  Doctor  ent'ring  call'd  me  drunken  dog. 
Then  up  rofe  I  with  apoftolic  air. 

And  read  in  Dame  M'Kinnon's  book  of  pray'r  ; 
In  hopes  for  fuch  a  iin  to  be  forgiv'n  — 
And  make,  if  pojfible,  my  peace  with  heav'n. 
'Twas  Jl range  that  in  that  volume  of  divinity, 
I  op'd  the  Twentieth  Sunday  after  Trinity, 


And 


■ ' 


[     44     ] 

And  read  thefe  words-—'  Pray  be  not  drunk  with  wine, 
*  Since  drunkennefs  doth  nivike  a  man  a  fwine,^ 
"  Alas !"  fays  I,  ''  the  fmner  that  I  am  I" 
And  having  made  my  fpeech,  I  took  a  dram. 

MADAME      P  I  O  Z  Z  I*. 

One  day,  with  fpirits  low,  and  forrow  fill'd, 
I  told  him  that  I  had  a  coujin  kill'd' 

*'  My  dear,"  quoth  he,  **  for  heav'n's  fake  hold  your  cantmg-; 
*'  JFere  alljcm-  coujlns  hiird,  they'd  not  be  nsoai'itwgx 
**  Though  Death  on  each  of  them  fliould  fet  his  fnark, 

*'  Though  ev'ry  one  were  fpitted  like  a  lark 

''  Roafted,  and  given  that  dog  there,   for  a  meal; 
*'  The  lojs  of  them,  the  world  would  never  feel 

*  P.  63. 


«< 


Truft 


t    45     ] 

*'  Trufl  me,  dear  Madam,  all  your  dear  rc/a/iovs, 
**  Are  mis — are  nothijigs  in  the  eye  of  nations." 

Again*,  fays  I  one  day — "  I  do  believe, 
**  A  good  acquaintance  that  I  have,  will  grieve, 
*'   To  hear  her  friend  hath  loft  a  large  ejlate:* 
'*  Yes,"   (anfwer'd  he)  *'  lament  as  much  \\ev  fafe, 
*'  As  did  your  horfe  (I  freely  will  allow) 
'"  To  hear  of  the  77tlfcdrriage  of  your  cow^^ 

B     O    Z     Z     Y+. 

At  Enoch  at  M* Queen's  we  went  to  bed  : 
A  coloui^'d  handkerchief  wrap'd  Johnson's  head: 
He  faid,  *'  God  blefs  us  both — good  night" — and  then, 
7,  like  a  parijh  clerk,  pronounc'd,  Ame?i  I 

*  P.  189.  t  P-  i°3- 
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t  46  ] 

My  good  companion  foon  by  fleep,  was  feiz'd — 
But  I,  by  lice  and  fleas,  was  fadly  teaz'd  : 
Methought,  a  fplder  with  terrific  claws. 
Was  flriding  from  the  wainfcot,  to  my  jaws : 
But  flumber  foon  did  ev'ry  fenfe  entrap ; 
And  fo  I  funk  into  the  fweetefi  ?jap, 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I  * 

Trav'ling  in  Wales,  at  dinner-time  we  got  on 
Where  at  Leweny,  lives  Sir  Robert  Cotton. 
At  table,  our  great  moralist,  to  pleafe — 
Says  I,  «*  Dear  Dodor,   arn't  thofe  charming  peas? 
Quoth  he,  to  contradi&t  and  run  his  ri<r  : 
*'  Madam,  they  poflibly  might  pleafe  a  p'ig. 

*  Page  70. 


B  o  z  z  y. 


[     47     ] 

B    O    Z    Z    Y*. 

Of  thatchings  well  the  Doctor  knew  the  art, 
And  with  his  threJJjtng  ivijdom,  made  us  ftart. 
Defcrib'd  the  greateft  fecrets  of  the  Mint — 
And  made  folks  fancy  that  he  had  been  int. 
Of  hops  and  malt,  'tis  wond'rous  what  he  knew ; 
And  well  as  any  brewer,  he  could  brew, 

MADAME    PlOZZIf, 

In  ghojls,  the  Doctor,  flrongly  did  believe  j 
And  pinu'd  his  faith  on  many  a  lyar's  lleeve : 
He  faid  to  Doctor  Lawrence,  **  Sure  I  am, 
'*  I  heard  my  poor  dear  mother  call  out  *  Sam.' 

*  P.  324,       <<  -j-  192, 


'«  I'm 


[     48     ] 

"  I'm  fure  (faid  he)  that  I  can  trull  my  ears ; 
And  yet  my  mother  had  been  dead  for  years." 

B    G     Z     Z     \"*. 

When  joung^  ('twas  rather  filly  I  allow) 
Much  was  I  pleas'd,  to:imItate  a  cow. 
One  time,  at  Drury  Lane  v/ith  Doctor  Blair, 
My  imitations  made  the  playhcufe  Jlare  ! 
So  very  charming  was  I,  in  my  roar ; 
That  both  the  galleries  clapfdy  and  cried  CTicore. 
Bleft  by  the  general  plaudit,  and  the  laugh — 
I  tried  to  be  a  JACKASS,  and  a  calf: 
But  who,  alas !  in  all  things  can  be  great? 
In  fhort,  I  met  a  terrible  defeat : 


So 


[     49     ] 

So  vile  I  bfay'd,  and  bellow'd,  I  was  hifsd — 
Yet  all  who  knew  me,  wonder  d  that  I  mifsd. 
Blair  whifper'd  me,  ''  You've  loft  your  credk,  now: 
Stick,  BoswELL,  for  the  future,  to  the  Cow. 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I  *. 

Th' affair  of  Blacks,  when  Johnson  would  difcufs. 
He  always  thought  they  had  not  fouls  like  us : 
And  yet  whene'er  his  family  would  fight. 
He  always  faid  that  Frank  was  in  the  ri^/jf. 

B    O     Z    Z    Yf. 

I  muft  confefs  that  I  enjoy' d  a  pleafure 
In  bearing  to  the  North  fo  great  a  treafure — 

*  P.  210.  t  P-  259. 

O  Thinks 


[    S°    ] 

Thinks  r,  I'm  like  a  Bulldog  or  a  Hound, 

Who  when  a  lump  of  liver,  he  hath  found. 
Runs  to  fome  corner,  to  avoid  a  riot. 

To  gobble  down  his  piece  of  meat  in  quiet. 

I  thought  this  good  as  all  Joe  Millar's  jokes  : 

And  fo  I  up,  and  told  it  to  the  folks. — 

MADAME      P  I  O  Z  Z  I*. 

Some  of  our  friends  w^ifh'd  Johnson  would  compofe 
The  Lives  of  authors  who  had  {hone  in  profe;. 
As  for  his  poivr,  no  mortal  man  could  doubt  it — 
'Sir  Richard  Musgrave,  he  was  warm  about  it  j. 
Got  up,  and  footh'd,  intreated,  begg'd  and  pray'd. 
Poor  man  !  as  if  he  had  implorM  for  bread : 

*  P.  295 
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Sir 


[     5>     ] 

"  Sir  Richard,"  cried  the  Doctor,  with  a  frown, 
**  Since  you're  got  up,  I  pray  you,  Sir,  ftt  downy 

B    O    Z     Z     Y. 

Of  Doctor  Johnson,  having  giv'n  a  iketch;, 
Permit  me,  Reader,  of  jnyfzlf,  to  preach — 
The  world  will  certainly  receive  with  glee. 
The  flightefl  bit  of  hiftory  of  me. 
Think  of  a  gentleman  of  ancient  blood  \ 

Prouder  of  titk,  than  of  being  good. 
A  gentleman  jufl  thirty-three  years  old  : 

Married  four  years,  and  as  a  Tyger,  bold ; 

Whofe  bowels  yearn'd  Great  Britain's  foes  to  tame, 

And  from  the  cannon's  mouth  to  fwallow  flame  j 

To 


[    Sa    ] 

To  get  his  limbs  by  broad  fwords  carv'd  in  Wars 
Like  Ibme  old  bedllead,  and  to  boajl  his  f<;;:ars  ; 

And  proud  immortal  actions  to  atchieve, 
.See  his  hide  bor'd  by  bullets,  like  a  fieve. 
But  lo  !  his  father,  a  well-judging  Judge, 
'Forbade  bis  son  from  Edinburgh  to  bud^e — 
Refolv'd  the  French  fhould  not  his  b — ckfide  claw  j 
So  bound  his   son  apprentice  to  the  law. 
This  gentlemaji  had  been  in  foreign  parts, 
And,  like  Ulysses,  learnt  a  world  of  arts: 
Much  wifdom,  his  vafl  travels  having  brought  him. 
He  was  not  half  th^  fool,  the  people  thoughtVim  — 
Of  prudence,  iWis  fame  gentleman  wasy^f;6. 
He  rather  had  too  little,  than  too  much. 


Bright 


[    53     ] 

Bright  wa<5  thh  gentleman  s  imagination. 
Well  calculated  fc  the  highejl  flation  : 
Indeed  fo  lively,  give  the  dev'l  his  due. 
He  ten  times  more  would  utter,  than  was  true. 
Which  forc'd  him  frequently  againft  his  will. 
Poor  man  !  to  fwallow  many  a  bitter  pill — 
0?ie  bitter  pill  among  the  reft,  he  took. 
Which  was  to  cut  iova^  fcajtdal  {io?s\  his  book. 
By  Doctor  Johnson  he  is  well  pourtray'd  : 
Quoth  he,  "  Of  Bozzy  it  may  well  be  faid. 
That  through  the  moft  inhofpitable  fcene. 
One  never  can  be  troubled  with  the  fpleen, 
Nor  ev'n  the  greateft  difficulties  chafe  at, 
Whilft  Jtich  an  animal  is  near,  to  lai{gh  at. 


n  T  A  r\  A  ■^  f  t. 


[     54     ] 
MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  I  * 

For  jnCt  in  Latin,  Doctor  Johnson  wrote 
Two  lines  upon  Sir  Joseph  Banks's  goat : 
A  GOAT  !  that  round  the  world,  fo  curious y  went — 
A  GOAT  !  that  now  eats  grafs,  that  grows  in  Kent! 

B    O    Z    Z     Yt. 

To  Lord  Monboddo,  a  few  lines  I  wrote. 
And  by  the  fervant  Jofeph,  fent  this  note — 

"  Thus  far,  my  Lord,  from  Edinburgh,  my  home. 
With  Mr.  Samuel  Johnson,  I  am  come — 
This  night,  by  us,  mufl  certainly  be  feen. 
The  very  handfome  town  of  Aberdeen. 

*  P.  72.  -^  P,  207 


For 


[     55     ] 

For  thoughts  of  John*sox,  you'll  be  not  applied  to — 
I  know  your  Lordfliip  likes  him  lefs  than  /  do. 
So  near  we  are — to  part,  I  can't  tell  how. 
Without  fo  much  as  making  him  a  eow  : 
Befides,  the  Rambler  fays,  to  fee  Monbodd, 
He'd  go  at  leajit  t''^'o  miles  out  of  his  road. 

Which  Ihows  that  he  admires  (whoever  rails) 

The  pen  which  proves,  that  men  are  born  with  tails  : 

Hoping  that  as  to  health  your  Lordship  does  well, 

I  am  your  fervant  at  command, 

JAMES    BOSWELL. 


MADAME 


[     5^     ] 

MADAME     PIOZZI*. 

On  Mr.  Thrale's  old  hunter,  Johnson  rode— 
Who  with  prodigious  pride,  the  beaft,  beflrode ; 
And  as  on  Brighten  Downs,  he  daJU d  away^ 
Much  was  he  pleas'd  to  hear  a  fportfman  fay. 
That  at  a  chaccy  he  was  as  tight  a  handy 
As  e'er  an  ill-bred  lubber  in  the  land. 

B    O    Z     Z    Yt. 

One  morning  Johnson,  on  the  Ille  of  Mull, 
Was  of  his  politics  exceffive  full. 

Quoth  he,  "  that  Pultney  was  a  rogues  'tis  plain 

*'  Befides,  the  fellow  was  a  Whig  in  grain." 

*  P.  207.  f  424. 


Then 


[     57    ] 

Then  to  his  pyi?icipies^  he  gave  a  banging, 
And  fwore  no  whig,  was  ever  worth  a  hanv'my^ 

"   'Tis  wonderful  (fays  he)  and  makes  one  flare 

*'   To  think  the  LivEPvY  chofe  John  Wilkes,  Lord  Mayor: 

**  A  dog,  of  whom  the  world  could  nurfe  no  hopes 

*^  Prompt  to  debauch  their  girls,  and  rob  their  fliops." 

IVf  A  D  A  IVI  E      P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 

Sir,  I  believe  that  anecdote,  a  lie  ; 
But  grant  that  Johnson  faid  \t—by  the  by. 

As  Wilkes  unhappily  your  frkndjhip  fhar'd. 
The  dirty  anecdote  might  well  ht  fpard* 

B   o   z   z   y. 

Madam,  I  ftick  to  truth  as  much  ^isyou. 

And  damme  if  the  flory  be  not  true, 

O  What 


[     S8     ] 

What  you  have  faid  of  Johnson  and  the  urh. 

As  much,  the  Rambler,  for  ^  favagSy  marks. 
'Twas  fcandalous,  ev'n  Grndour  muft  allow, 

To  give  the  hift'ry  of  the  horje  and  cow  • 

What  but  an  enemy ^  to  Johnson's  fame, 

Dar'djhis  vile  prank  at  Litchfield  Playhouse,  name? 

Where,  without  ceremony,  he  thought  fit 

To  fling  the  man  and  chair  into  the  pit  ? 

Who  would  have  regifter'd  a  fpeech  fo  odd. 

On  the  dead  stay-maker*,  and  Doctor  Dodi:)? 

M  A  D  A  ^I  E     P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 

Sam  Johnson's  threjhing  knowledge  and  his  thatchings 
May  be  your  own  inimitable  hatching. — 

*  Piozzi's  Anecdotes,  page  51,  firft  edition. 


Pray, 


[    S9    ] 

Pray,  of  his  wifdom  cant  von  tell  mor4  News  ? 
Could  not  he  make  a  Jhirf,  and  cohoi.  poesf 
Knit  {lockings,  or  Ingenious,  take  up  Jliiches-^^ 
Draw  teeth,  drtfs  wigs,  or  make  a  pair  of  breeches  f 
You  prate  too  of  his  knowledge  of  the  Mint, 
As  if  the  Rambler  really  had  been  in't — 
Who  knows,  but  you  will  tell  us,  (truth  forfakiftg) 
That  each  bad  JhiUing  Is  of  Johnson's  making: 
His,  each  vile  Jix-pence  that  the  world  hath  cheated—* 
And  his  the  art,  that  ev'ry  guinea  fweated. 
About  his  brewing  knowledge  you  will  prate  too : 
Who  fcarcely  knew  a  hop,  from  a  potatoe. 
And  tho'  of  beer  he  joy'd  in  hearty  fwigs, 
I'd  pit  agalnft  his  tafte,  my  hufband's  pigs. 


n  r\  7  7  v. 


[      ^o      ] 

B  o   z   z  y. 

How  could  your  folly  tell,  fo  void  of  truth. 

That  miferable  flory  of  the  youth 

* 
Who  in  your  book,  of  Doctor  Johnson,  begs 

Moil  ferioufl}',  to  know  if  cats  /ay  eggs  P 


if  A  D 


AME     PIOZZI. 


^/jo^  told  of  Mrs.  Montague,  the  lie — 
So  palpable  a  falfehood  ? — Bozzy,  Jie  / 

B    O     Z    Z    Y. 

fFk,  mad 'ning  with  an  anecdotic  itch, 
Declar'd  that  Johnson  call'd  his  mother,  b-tch  ? 


MADAME 


\ 


[     6«     ] 

INI  A  D  A  M  E     P  I  O  Z  Z  I, 

^P'/jo,  from  M' Donald's  rage,  to  fave  his  fnoiit, 
Cut  twenty  lines  of  defamation,  out? 

B    O    Z    Z    Y. 

l^F/jo,  would  have  faid  a  word  about  Sam's  wig; 
Or  told  the  flory  of  the  peas  and  p/'g  ? 
Who  would  have  told  a  talc,  fo  verj  flat. 
Of  Frank,  the  black  ;  and  Hodge,  the  mangy  cat  ? 

MADAME     P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 
Good  me !  you're  grown  at  once,  confounded  teiider—^ 
Of  Doctor  Johnson's  fame,   2.  fierce  defender. 

I'm  fure  you've  mention'd  many  a  pretty  flory 

Not  much  redounding  to  the  Doctor's  glory. 

R  Now 


NoWy  for  a  faint t  upon  us  you  would  palm  him — 
Firll  murther  the  poor  man,  and  then  embalm  him  ! 

B     O     Z     Z    Y. 

Why  truly,  Madam,  Johnson  cannot  hoaft-^ 
By  your  acquaintance,  he  hath  rather ^  lojl. 
His  chara6ler  fo  fhockingly  you  handle — 
You've  funk  your  comet  to  a  farthing  candle. 
Your  vanities  contriv'd  the  sage,  to  hitch  in;, 

And  brib'd  him  with  your  cellar  and  your  kitchen  s 
But  lucklefs  Johnson  play'd  a  lofing  game — 
Tliough  beef  and  beer  he  won — he  lofl  his  fame. 

IVI  A  D  A  M  E     P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 
One  quarter  of  your  book,  had  Johnson  read^, 
Fift- Critic ifm  had  rattled  round  your  head. 


Yet 


[    «3    1 

Yet  let  my  fatire  not  too  far  piirfue— 
It  boafls  fo77ie  fnerii,  give  the  Devi  his  due* 
Where  grocers  and  where  pastry-cooks  refide, 
Thy  book  with  triumph,  may  indulge  its  pride  : 
Preach  to  the  patty-pans,  fententious  fluff — 
And  iijg  that  Idol  of  the  nofe,  call'd  fnuff : 
With  all  its  ftories,  chves  and  ginger,  pleafe. 
And  pour  its  wonde?  s  to  a  pound  of  cheefe  / 

B    O    Z    Z    T.. 

Madam,  your  irony  is  wond' rous Jine! 
Sejjfe  in  each  thought,  and  wit  in  ev'ry  line  r 
Yet,  Madam,  when  the  leaves  of  my  poor  book,. 
Yifit  the  grocer,  or  the  tastry-cook. 


ToiirSi 


I    «4    ] 

Tours y  to  enjoy  of  Fame  the  jujl  reward. 

May  aid  the  trunk-maker  of  Paul's  Church-Yard; 

In  the  fame  Alehouses,  together  us'd. 

By  t\\Qfa7ne  fingers,  they  may  be  amusdi 

The  greafy  fnuffers,  jours^  perchance,  may  wipe. 

And  7?2ine,  high  honour'd,  light  a  toper's  pipe. 

The  praifeof  Courtenay  *,  my  book's  fame,  fecures": 

Now,  who  the  devil,  Madam,  praifes  j(?«rj- .^ 

MADAME      P  I  O  Z  Z  T. 

ThoLifands,  you  blockhead— no  one  now  can  doubt  it. 
For  not  a  foul  in  London  is  withoui  it. 


*  The  lively  r^ATTx.E  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons— indeed^  ks  Momus;  who 
fcems  to  have  been  fdcftcd  by  h's  conllituents  more  for  the  purpofcs  of  laughlni 
at  the  misfortuncr.  of  his  co.  ,:r-y  than  healing  the  ivcunds.  He  is  th^  author  of  a 
poem  lately  piiblii'hed,  that  endeavours  tolls  viribus  to  prove  that  DcctoPx  John- 
GON  was  a  brute  as  well  as  a  mornliji  ! 

The 


C  65   ] 

The  folks  were  ready,  Cadell  to  devour. 

Who  fold  the  firfl  edition  in  an  hour — 

So ! — GouRTEN ay's  praifes  fave  you  f — ah  !  that  fquire 

Deals,  let  me  tell  you,  more  in  fmoke  than  fire. 

B    O     Z    Z    Y. 

Zounds !  he  has  prais'd  me  in  i\\efweetefl  line — 

M  A  D  A  IM  E     P  I  O  Z  Z  I. 

Ay  1  ay  !   the  verfe  and  fuhjeB,  equal  fliine. 
Few  are  the  mouths  that  Courtenay's  wit  rehearfe — 
Mere  cork  in  poliiics,  and  lead  in  verfe. 

B    O     Z    Z    Y. 

Well,  Ma'am  !  fince  all  that  JoHNsoN-y^;/Vor  '■jjrote. 

You  hold  io  facred — how  have  you  forgot 

S  To 


t  6«  ] 

To  grant  the  'wondcr-himtlng  world,  a  reading 

Of  Sam's  Ep'tfiki  ji-ifl:  before  your  ivedding; 

Beginning  thus,  (in  flrains  not  form'd  to  flatter) 

«*  Madam, 

*•  If  that  mojl  ignominious  matter » 

**  Be  not  concluded" 

further,  ihall  I  fay  ? 

No — your  kind  f elf  may  give  it  us,  one  day— 

And  jujiify  your  paflion  for  the  youth  ; 

With  ail  the  charms  of  eloquence  and  truths 

MADAME    P  I  O  Z  Z  L 

What  was  my  marriage,  Sir,  to  jou,  or  him  P 
He  tell  me  what  to  do  ! — a  pretty  whim  I 


•tl 


Be, 


[     «7    ] 

He  J  to  propriety,  (the  beafl !)  exhort  ! 
As  well  might  elephants  prejlde  at  court* 
Lord !  let  the  world,  to  claj?i?i  my  match,  agree^ 
Tell  me,  James  Boswell,  what's  that  world  to  7nef' 
The  folh  who  paid  refpedls  to  Mrs,  Thrdle ; 
Fed  on  her  pork,  poor  Jouls  !  and  fwill'd  her  ale. 
May  ftcken  at  Piozzi,  nine  in  ten- 
Turn  up  the  nofe  of  fcor/i — good  God  !  what  then  ? 
For  fne — the  Dev'l  may  fetch  their  fouls  fo  great — 
7hey  keep  their  homes, — and  /,  thank  God  !  my  tneat^ 
When  they,  poor  owls  !  ihall  beat  their  cage,  a  jail — 
/,  unconfind,  fhall  fpread  my  peacock  tatl'- 
Free  as  the  birds  of  air,  enjoy  my  eafe ; 
Chufe  my  own  food,  and  fee  what  climes  I  pleafe. 


[    68    ] 

/  fuffer  on!y-~i(  I'm  in  the  wrong.— 

^o,  now,  you  prawg  puppy,  hold  your  tongue. 

SIR        JOHN. 

For  fhame  !  for  fhame  !  for  Heaven's  fake  both  be  quiet — 
Not  Billingsgate  exhibits  fuch  a  riot  .* 
Behold,   for  Scandal,  you  have  made  2i  feajl, 
And  turn'd  your  idol,  Johnson,  to  a  beajl : 
'Tis  plain  that  tales  of  ghojisy  are  arrant  lieSy 
Or  injlantaneoujly,  would  Johnson's  rife  : 
Make  you  both  eat  your  paragraphs  fo  evil — 
And  for  your  treatment  of  him,  play  the  devil. 
Juft  like  two  Mohawks  on  the  man  you  fall — 
No  }}jurd'rBr,  is  worfe  ferv'd  at  Surgeon's  Hall. 

Inftead 


[     69     ] 

Inftead  of  adding  fplendor  to  his  name. 

Your  books  are  downright  ^/^^^/j  to  his  fame.  • 

Of  thofe,  your  anecdotes — may  I  be  curjl^ 

If  I  can  tell  you,  'which  of  them,  is  worji^ 

You  never  with  pojlerity  can  thrive — 

'Tis  by  the  Rambler  s  death  alone,  you  live — 

hike  wre^7Si  (that  in  fome  volume,  I  have  read) 

Hatch'd  by  firange  fortune,  In  a  horse's  head. 

Poor  Sam  was  rd.thGr  Jainti/ig  in  his  glory — 

But  now,  his  fame  lies  foully  dead  before  ye  : 

Thus,  to  fome  dying  man,  (a  frequent  cafe) 

Tavo  do6lors  come,  and  give  the  coup  de  grace. 

Zounds  1  Madam,  mind  the  duties  of  a  wife. 

And  dream  no  more  of  Doctor  Johnson's  life : 

T  A  happy 


[    7°    ] 

A  happy  knowledge,  in  a  pyc  or  puddingy 

Will  more  delight  your  friends,  than  all  youx  fludyingi 

One  cut  from  venfon^  to  the  heart  can  fpeak 

Stronger  than  ten  quotations  from  the  Greek  - 

One  fat  Sir  Loin  poffeffes  more  fuhlime 

Than  all  the  airy  caflles  built  by  rhime. 

One  nipperkin  oi  Jlingo  with  a  toaft. 

Beats  all  the  ftreams,  the  Mufes  Fount  can  boafl, 

Blefl !  in  07ie  pint  of  porter,   lo  !   my  belly  can 

Find  raptures  not  in  all  the  floods  of  Helicon. 

Enough  thofe  anecdotes,  your  pow'rs^  have  fhown  : 

Sam's  Life,  dear  Ma'am,  will  only  damn  your  own. 
For  thee,  James  Boswell,  may  the  hand  of  fate 

Arrefl  thy  goofe-quill,  and  confine  thy  prate  : 


Thy 


[     7.     ] 

Thy  egotifms,  the  world,  difgujled  hears— 
Then  load  with  vanities,  no  more  our  ears. 
Like  fome  lone  Puppy  yelping  all  night  long ; 
That  tires  the  very  echoes  with  his  tongue. 
Yet  fhould  it  lie  beyond  the  pow'rs  of  Fate, 
To  flop  thy  pen,  and  flill  thy  darling  prate ; 
To  live  in  Jolitude,  oh  !  be  thy  luck  : 
A  chattcrino-  magpie  on  the  Isle  of  Muck. 

Thus  fpoke  the  Judge,  then  leaping  fvom  the  chair  j 
He  left,  in  conflernation,  loft,  the  p  MR  : 
Black  Frank  *,  he  fought,  on  anecdote  to  cram, 
And  vomit  ^r/^-f,  a  Life  of  furly  Sam. 

*  Doctor  Johnson's  Negro  fervant. 

i"  The  Knight's  volume  is  reported  to  be  in  great  forwardnefs,  and  lilccly  to 
iifiance  his  formidable  competitors^ 

Shock'd 


Shock'd  at  the  little  manners  of  the  Knight, 
The  RIVALS  marv'Iing  mark'd  his  fudden  flight ; 
Then  to  their  pens,  and  paper,  rufh'd  the  twain 
TOk  kill  the  mangled  Rambler,  oer  again* 


fN>B.  The  Quotations  from  Mr.  Bofwell,  are  made  from  the  Second  Edition  of  hisjournal- 
Thofe  from  Mrs.  Piozzi,  from  the  Firft  Edition  of  her  Anecdotes. 


FINIS. 


_. 


r  H  E     SIXTH     EDITION, 

With  confiderable  ADDITIONS. 


ODE    UPON    ODE; 

O    R 

A   PEEP   AT  ST.   JAMES's; 

O  R 

NEJV-YE  A  R's     DAY; 

O    R 

WHAT     YOU      WILL. 

By    PETER    PINDAR,    Efq. 

^10  vie  canque  rapit  TempeftaSy  deferor  Hojpes.        horaci;. 

Jufl:  as  the  Maggot  bites,  I  take  my  way — 

To  Painters  now  my  court  refpedlful  pay ; 

Now  (ever  welcome !}  on  the  Mufe's  Wings, 

Drop  in  at  Wind/or,  on  the  bcft  of  Kings; 

Now,  at  St.  James's,  about  Haxdul  prate. 

Hear  Odes,  fee  Lords  and  'Squires,  and  fmile  at  State. 

L     0     N    D     O     N: 
Printed  for  G.  KEARSLEY,  at  JOHNSON'S  HEAD,  No.  46,  FLEET-STREET. 

M.DCC.LXX.WII, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Reader, 

1  Think  it  neceflary  to  inform 
thee,  if  thou  haft  not  read  Mr.  Warton's 
Ode,  that  I  mean  not  to   fay  that  he  hath, 

totidcm  verbis,  fung  what  I  have  aflerted  of 
him ;  I  therefore  beg  that  my  Ode  may  be 
confidered  as  an  Amphfication  of  the  in- 
genious Laureat's  Idea: 


P  R  O  CE  M  I  U  M. 


JVNOW,  Reader,  that  the  Laureat's  Poft  fublime 

Is  deftin'd  to  record  in  handfome  Rhyme, 
The  Deeds  of  Britifh  Monarchs,   twice  a  year  : 

If  great — how  happy   is  the  tuneful   Tongue ! 

If  pitiful — (as  Shakefpear  fays)  the  Song 
"  Muft  fuckle  Fools,  and  chronicle  fmall  Beer." 

But  Bards  muft  take  the  uphill  with  the  dowji : 

Kings  cannot  always  Oracles  be  hatching : 
Maggots  are  oft  the  tenants  of  a  crown — 
Therefore,   like  thofe  in    Cheefe,    not  wortli  the 
catching. 


B  O  jrentle 


[     vi     ] 

O  gentle  Reader !    if,  by  God's  good  Grace, 

Or  (what's  more  fought)   good  Intereft  at  Court, 

Thou  get'ft,  of  Lyric  Trumpeter,  the  Place, 

And  hundreds  are,   like  Gudgeons  gaping  for't ; 

Hear !   (at  a  Palace  if  thou  mean' ft  to  thrive) 

And  of  a  fteady  Coachman  learn  to  drive. 


'     Whene'er  employ'd  to  celebrate  a  King, 

Let   Fancy  lend  thy  Mufe  its  lofticft  wing — 

Stun  with  thy  Minftrelfy  th'affrighted  fphere ; 
Bid  thy  Voice  thunder  like  a  hundred  Batteries ; 
For  common  Sounds,  conveying  common  Flatteries, 

Are. Zephyrs  whifp'ring  to  the  Royal  Ear. 

Know — Glutton-like,  on  Praife  each  Monarch  crams: 
Hot  Spices  fuit  alone  their  pamper'd  Nature : 

Alas !   the  Stomach,  parch'd  by  burning  drams. 
With  mad-dog  Terror  ftarts  at  fimple  Water. 


Fierce 


[     vii     ] 

Fierce  is  each  royal  Mania  for  Applaufc  ; 

And,  as  a  Horle-pond  wide,  arc  Monarch  Maws, — 
Form'd  therefore  on  a  pretty  ample  fcale  : 

To  lound  the  dcccfit  Panegyric  Note, 

To  pour  the  inodeji  Flatt'ries  down  their  throat, 
Were  offering  Ihrimps  for  dinner  to  a  Whale. 

And  mind,  whene'er  thou  ftrlk'ft  the  Lyre  to  Kings, 

To  touch  to  Abigails  ol  Courts,   the  Strings ; — 
Give  the  Queen's  Toad-eater  a  handfome  Sop, 

And  fwear  Ihe  always  has  more  Grace 

Than  ev'n  to  fell  the  meaiieji  place — 
Swear  too,   the  Woman  keeps  no  Title -Shop  ; 

Sells  not,  like  Jews  in  Paul's  Church-Yard  their  Ware, 
Who  on  each  Paffenger  for  Cuftom  ftare  ; 
And,   in  the  happy  Tones  of  Traffick,  cry, 
"aS'/v;-/  vat  you  buy  ^  Sherf — Madam!  vat  you  buy?'^ 


Thus, 


[    viii    ] 

Thus,   Reader,  ends  the  Prologue  to  my  Ode  \ 

The  true-bred  Courtiers  wonder  whilft  I  preach, — 

And,  with  grave  Vizards,  and  ftretch'd  Eyes  to  God, 
Pronounce  my  Sermon  a  moft  impious  Speech : 

With  all  my  Spirit — let  them  damn  my  Lays — 

A  Courtier's  Curfes  are  exalted  Praife. 


L   Hear  a  ftartled  Morlift  exclaim, 
"  Fie,  Peter,   Peter  !    fie  for  fhame  ! 

"  Such  Counfel  difagrees  with  my  Digeftion." 

Well!  well  then,  my  Old  Socrates,  to  pleafe  thee> 
For  much  I'm  willing  of  thy  Qualms  to  eafe  thee, 

I'll  nobly  take  the  other  fide  the  Queftion. 


Par 


[     ix     ] 

Par   Exemple : 

Fair  Praife  is  fterling  Gold — all  (liould  defire  it — 
Flatt'ry,  bafe  Coin — a  Cheat  upon  the  Nation  : 

And  yet,   our  Vanity  doth  much  admire  it, 
And  really  gives  it  all  its  Circulation. 

FLATT'RY's  a  fly  infinuating  Screw — 
The  World — a  Bottle  of  Tokay  (o  fine — 

The  Engine  always  can  its  Cork  lubdue. 
And  make  an  eafy  Conqueft  of  the  Wine. 

FLATT'RY's  an  Ivy  wriggling  round  an  Oak — 

This  Oak  is  often  honeft  blunt  John  Bull — 
Which  Ivy  would  its  great  Supporter  choak, 

Whilft  John  (fo  thick  the  Walls  of  his  dark  Scull) 
Deems   it  a  pretty  Ornament,    and   ftruts — 
Till  Master  Ivy  creeps  into  John's  Guts; 
And  gives  poor  thoughtlefs  John  a  fet  of  Gripes  : 
Then,  like  an  Organ,   opening  all  his  Pipes, 
John  roars ;   and,  when  to  a  Confumption  drain'd, 
Finds  out  the  Knave,   his  Folly  entcrtain'd. 

C 

PRAISE 


[      X      ] 

PRAISE  is  a  modeft  iinafTuming  Maid, 
As  fimply  as  a  Quaker  Beauty  dreft  : — 

No  Oftentation  hers — no  vain  Parade  : 
Sweet  Nympli !    and  of  few  words  pofTeft  ; 

Yet,  heard  with  rev'rence  when  llie  iilence  breaks, 

And  dignifies  the  man  of  whom  fhe  fpeaks. 

Flatt'ry's  a  pert  French  Millener — a  Jade 
Cover'd  with  rouge^  and  flauntingly  array' d — 
Makes  faucy  love  to  ev'ry  Man  fhe  meets, 
And  offers  ev'n,   her  Favours  in  the  Streets. 

And  yet,  inftead  of  meeting  pubHc  Hiffes — 
Divines  fo  grave — Philofophers  can  bear  her  ; 
What's  ftranger  ftill,  with  childifh  rapture  hear  her- 

Nay,  court  the  fmihng  Harlots  very  Kijfes. 


ODE. 


D     E. 


O  eoooso  ooc  0  0  6C  c  0  DO  c  0  oooooc  0  e  e  9  c  DC  O  -  D^^  e  0  0 'oOE«oe  cc  e  c  DC  c  occ  oovococ  O 


XvICH  as  Dutch  Cargoes  from  the  fragrant  Eaft, 
Or  Cuftard-Pudding  at  a  City  Fcaft, 
Tom's  Incenfe  greets  his  Sovereign's  hungry  Nofc  : 
For,  bating  Birth-day  Torrents  from  ParnafTus, 
.  And  New-year's  Spring-tide  of  divine  Molaffes, 
Fame  in  a  fcanty  Rill  to  Wind  (or  flows ! 

Poets  (quoth  tuneful  Tom),  in  ancient  times, 
Delighted  all  the  Country  with  their  Rhymes ; — 
Sung  Knights  and  Barbed  Steeds  with  Valour  big: 
Knip-hts    who    encounter'd  Witches  —  murdcr'd 

o 

Wizards, 
Flogg'd  Pagans  till  they  grumbled  in  their  gizzards: 
Rogues  !    with  no  more  religion  than  a  Pig  : 

— Kni<irhts 

o 


[       12      ] 

— Knights  who  illumlii'd  unbelieving  Souls 
Through  pretty  little  well-form'd  Eyelet-holes, 
By  pious  Pikes,  and  godly  Lances  made — 
Tools !   that  work'd  Wonders  in  the  holy  Trade  ; 

With  Battle-Axes  fit  to  knock  down  Bulls, 
And  therefore  qualified  (I  wot)  full  well, 
With  force  the  Sacred  Oracles  to  tell 

Unto  the  thickeft  unbelieving  Sculls  : 


JV^ 


— Knights,  who,  fo  famous  at  the  Game  of  Tourney, 

Took  boldly  to  the  Holy-Land  a  Journey, 

To  plant,  with  Swords,  in  Hearts,  the  Gofpel  Seeds ; 

Juft  as  we  hole  for  Cucumbers,  Hot-Beds, 

Or  pierce  the  Bofom  of  the  fullen  Earth, 

To  give  to  Radifiies  or  Onions  Birth  : 

— Knights,  who,  when  tumbled  on  the  hoftilc  Field, 

And  to  an  Enemy  oblig'd  to  yield, 
Could  neither  Leg^  nor  Arm,  nor  Neck,  nor  Nob,  ftir : 

Poor  Devils  !    who  like  Alligators  hack'd, 

At  length  my  Hammers,  Hatchets,  Sledges,  crack'd ; 
Were  dragg'd  irom  Coats  of  Armour — like  a  Lohller. 

Great 
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Great  (fays  the  Laureat)  were  the  Poet's  Puffings 

On  idle  daring  Rcd-Crols  Rao-cramiiffins, 
Who  for  their  Childillinefs  deferv'd  a  Eirch : 

Quoth  Tom,    A  worthier  Subjedl  now,  thank  God  ! 

Iiifpires  the  lofty  Dealer  in  the  Ode, 
Than  Blockheads  battlinir  for  Old  MoJier  Church. 

Times  (quoth  our  courtly  Bard)  are  alter'd  quite — 

The  Poet  fcorns  what  charm'd  ot  yore  the  light — 
Goths,  Vandals,  Caftles,  Horfes,  Mares : — 

The  poliffi'd  Poet  of  the  prefent  Day, 

Doth  in  his  tafty  Shop  difplay. 
Ah  !    vaftly  prettier-colour' d  Wares. 

— The  Poet   "  moulds  his  Harp  to  Manners  mild, 
Quoth  Tom — to  Monarchs,  who,  with  Rapture  wild, 
Hear  their  own  Praife  with  Mouths  of  gaping  Wonder, 
And  catch  each  Crotchet  of  the  Birth-day  Thunder  : 
Crotchets  that  fcorn  the  Praife  of  commo?i  Folly — 
Though  not  moft  mufical — moft  mela7icholy  : 
Ah  !    Crotchets  doom'd  to  charm  our  ears  no  more. 
Although  by  Mr.  Parsons  fet  in /core , 

D  Drear 
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Drear  and  eternal  Silence  doom'd  to  keep, 
Where  the  dark  Waters  of  Oblivion  fleep — 
To  fpeak  in  humbler  EngliHi — doom'd  to  reft, 
With  Court  AddrefTes,  in  a  mufty  Cheft. 

Yet  all  the  llady  A^Tiateurs  declar'd, 
They  were  the  chariningji  Things  they  ever  heard  : 
As  for  example — all  the  Angel  Gideons — 
That  is,  my  Lady,  and  her  Daughters  fair. 
With  coal-black  Eye-brows,  and  fweet  Hebrew  Air- 
The  lovely  produce  of  the  two  Religions  : 

Thus,  in  their  Virtues,  Fox-hounds  befl:  fucceed. 
When  Sportfmen  very  wifely  crofs  the  Breed  : 
And  thus,  with  nobler  Luftre,  fhines  the  Fowl 
Brgot  between  a  Game-Hen  and  an  Owl. 

Sir  Sampson  too  declar'd,  with  Voice  divine, 
'*  Dat  pince  he  haf  tur?i  Chreeflian^  a?id  eat  Hoo-, 

He  nebbe?'  did  hear  MooJJjic  half  fio  fine  ; 
No  !  nebber  fimice  he  lefs  de  Shhrnygogue'' 


His 
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His  Grace  of  Queensbury  too,  with  Eyes  though  dim, 
And  one  deaf  Ear,  was  there  in  Wonder  drown'd  ! 

Lift'ning,   in  Attitude  of  Corp'ral  Trim, 

He  rais'd  his  thin  grey  Curl  to  catch  the  Sound  : 

Then  fwore  the  Airs  would  never  meet  their  matches, 
But  in  his  own  immortal  Glees  and  Catches. 
Yet  were  thofe  Crotchets  all  condemned  to  reft 
I  n  the  dark  bofom  of  a  mufly  Cheft  ! 

Crotchets  that  form'd  into  fo  fweet  an  Air, 
As  charm'd  my  Lady  Mayoress  and  Lord  Mayor  ; 
Who  thought  (and  really  they  were  true  Believers) 
The  Mufic  equall'd  Marrow-bones  and  Cleavers. 

Strains !   that  the  Reverend  Bishops  had  no  Qualms, 
In  faying,   that  they  equall'd  David's  Pfalms ; 
But  not  furpafs'd  in  Melody  the  Bell, 
That  mournful  loundcth  an  Arch-Bishop's  Knell ; 
Strains  !   that  Sir  Joseph  Mawbey  deem'd  divine. 
Sweet  as  the  Quavers  of  his  fatteft  Swine. 


E'en 


[     i6    ] 
E'en  threat  *Lord  Brudenell's  felf  admired  the  Strain, 

b 

In  all  the  tuneful  Agonies  of  Pain  ; 

Who,  winking,  beats  with  Duck-like  Nods  the  Time, 

And  call'd  the  Mulic  and  the  Words  fublime. 

Too,  all  the  other  Lords,  with  Plaudits  fwarming, 
Cried  Bravo  !  B?'avo  !    charming  !   Bravo  !  charming  \ 
And  Majefty  itfelf,  to  Mufic  bred, 
Pronounc'd  it   "very,   very  good  indeed  !" 
Indulging,  p'rhaps,  the  very  nat'ral  Dream, 
That  all  its  Charms  were  owing  to  the  Theme. 

Not  but  fome  fmall  degree  of  harmlefs  Pleafure 
Might  in  the  Brace  of  R — y — 1  Bofoms  rife 

To  think  they  heard  it  without  Wafte  of  Treafure  : 
As  Sixpences  are  lovely  in  their  eyes. 

For  not  long  fmce,  I  heard  a  forward  Dame, 
Thus,   in  a  Tone  of  Impudence  exclaim — 
"  Good  God!   how  Kings  and  Queens  a  Song  adore! 
"  With  what  Delight  they  order  an  e?KO?'eJ 

"When 

*  A  prodigious  Amateur— \\\\.\\o\xt  his  Lordfhip  there  can  be  no  rehearfal. 
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*'  When  that  fame  fong,  e?icordy  for  nothing  flows ! 
"  This  Madam  Mara  to  her  Sorrow  knows." 

"  To  Windfor,   feveral  times,  and  eke  to  Kcw, 

*'  The  R — y — 1  Mandate  Madam  Mara  drew. 

"  No  cheering  Drop  was  Mara  afk'd  to  flp — 

"  No  Bread  was  ofFer'd  to  her  quiv'ring  Lip  : 

*'  Though  faint,  flie  was  not  fuffcr'd  to  fit  down, — 

*'  Heav'n  help  the  Good?iefs — Graiuleur  of  the  Cr — n! 

"  Now  tell  me,  will  it  ever  be  believ'd, 

"  How  much  for  Song  and  Chaife-hirc  flie  receiv'd  ? 

"  How  much  pray,  think  ye  ? — Fifty  Guineas — "No." 
Mofl  furely,  Forty.—"  No,  no."— Thirty.— "  Poh  ! 

"  Pray,    guefs  in  Reafon — come  again" — 
Alas !  you  jeer  us — Twenty,  at  the  leafl: ; 
No  man  could  ever  be  fo  great  a  B ft 

As  not  to  give  her  twenty  for  her  Pain. — 
"  To  keep  you  then  no  longer  in  Sufpenfe, 
"  For  Madam  Mara's  Chaife-hire  and  fweet  Note, 

"  Out  of  their  wonderful  Benevolence, 

"  Their  bounteous  M ies  gave — not  a  Groat." 

E  "  Ay  !" 
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"  Ay!"    cried  a  fecond  Slanderer,  with  a  Sneer, 

*'  I  know  a  Story  like  it — ^You  fliall  hear — 

**  Poor  Mrs.  Siddons,  pe  was  order'd  out — 

*'  To  wait  upon  their  M — -j^ — ies,   to  f pout — 

"  To  read  old  Shakefpear's  As  you  like  it  to  'em; 

"  And  how  to  mind  their  Stops,  and  Commas,  fliew'em. 

"  She  read — was  told  'twas  very  very  fine, 

"  Excepting  here  and  there  a  Line, — 

"  To  which  the  Royal  Wifdom  did  objedt — 
"  And  which  in  all  the  Pride  of  Emendation, 
"  And  partly  to  improve  her  reputation, 
"  His  M — -j — y  thought  proper  to  corredl : 

•   "  Then  turning  to  the  Partner  of  his  Bed, 
"  On  tiptoe  rais'd  by  high  Self-approbation, 
"  A  very  modefl  Elevation  ! 

"  He  cried  "  mind,  Charly,  that"" s  the  way  to  read." 

"  The  Adrefs,   reading,   fpouting — out  of  Breath 
"  Stood  all  the  time — was  nearly  tir'd  to  death  ; 
«'  Whilft  both  their  M— j— ies,   in  Royal  Style, 
"  At  perfed  Eafe  wtxQ  fating  all  the  while. 

*'  Not 
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"  Not  offer'd  to  her  was  one  Drop  of  Beer, . 
"  Nor  Wine,  nor  Chocolate,   her  Heart  to  cheer: 
"  Ready  to  drop  to  earth,   fhe  muft  have  funk, 
"  But  for  a  Child,   that  afthe  Hardlhip  flirunk — 
"  A  little  Prince,  who  mark'd  her  Situation, 
"  Thus,  pitying,   pour'd  a  tender  Exclamation  : 

"  La!   Mrs.  Siddons  is  quite  faint  indeed. 
"  How  pale!   I'm  fure  (he  cannot  longer  read: 
"  She  fomewhat  wants,   her  Spirits  to  repair, 
"  And  would,   I'm  fure,  be  happy  in  a  Chair^ 

"  What  follow'd? — Why,   the  R — y — 1  Pair  arofc, 
"  Surly  enough — one  fairly  may  fuppole ; 
"  And  to  a  Room  adjoining  made  retreat, 
"  To  let  her,   for  one  Minute,  fleal  a  feat." 

"  At  length  the  Adrefs  ceas'd  to  read  and  fpout 

"  Where  Generofity's  a  crying  Sin  : 
"  Her  Curt'fy  dropp'd — was  nodded  to — came  out — 

"  So  rich!— How  rich?— As  rich  as  ihe  ivent  inr 


Such 
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Such  are  the  Stories  twain — Why,  grant  the  Fad, 
Are  Princes,  pray,  Hke  common  Folks  to  ad? 

Should  Mara  call  it  Cruelty^  and  blame 

Such  R — ^ — 1  Condud,   I'd  cry.   Fie  upon  her! 

To  Mrs.  SiDDONs,  freely  fay  the  fame — 
Sufficient  {or  fuch  People  is  the  Ho?wur  ! 

E'en  I,  the  Bard,  exped  no  Gifts  from  Kings, 
Although  I've  faid  of  them  fuch  handfome  Things — 
Nay,  not  their  Eye's  Attention,  whofe  bright  Ray 
Would,  like  the  Sun,  illumine  my  poor  Lay, 

And,  like  the  Sun,  fo  kind  to  Procreation, 
Increafe  within  my  Brain  the  Maggot  Nation. 
So  much  for  idle  Tales. — Now,  Muse,  thy  Strain 
Digreffive,  turn  to  Drawing-Rooms  again. 

There  too  was  Pitt,  who  fcrap'd  and  bow'd  to  ground; 

And  whifper'd  Majcfty,  'twas  vaftly  fine ; — 
Then  wifh'd  fuch  Harmony  could  once  be  found 

Where  he^  each  Day,  was  treated  like  a  Swine 
By  that  Arch-fiend  Charles  Fox,  and  his  vile  Party — 
Villains !    in  nought  but  black  Rebellion  hearty  ; 

Fellows ! 
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Fellows !  who  had  the  Impudence  to  place 
The  Sacred  Sceptre  underneath  the  Mace^ 
And  twifted  Ropes,  with  Malice  difiippointed, 
To  hamper  or  to  hang  the  Lord's  An ed. 

To  whom  a  certain  Sage  fo  earned  cried, 
"  Don't  mind — don't  mind — the  Rogues  their  Aim 
have  mifs'd — 

"  Don't  fear  your  Place,  whilft  I  am  well  fupply'd — 
**  But  mind,  mind  Poverty  of  Civil  Lift. 

"  Swear  that  no  K 's  fo  poor  upon  the  Globe ; 

"  Compare  me — yes  compare  me,  to  poor  Job. 

"  What  ?   What,  Pitt — hae  ?  We  muft  have  t'other 

Grant. 
"What,    What?    You  know,   Pitt,    that    my  old 

dead  Aunt, 
"  Left  not  a  Sixpence,   Pitt,   thefe  Eyes  to  blefs, 
*'  But  from  the  Pariili  fav'd  that  F — 1  at  H-Je. 


(I 


But 
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*'  But  mind  me — hze,  to  plague  her  heart  when  dying, 
"  I  was  a  conftant  Hunter — Nimrod  ftill ; 

«'  And  when  in  State  as  dead's  a  Mack'rel  lying, 
"  I  car'd  not,  for  I  knew  the  Woman's  Will. 

"  And  three  Days  after  fhe  was  dead, 

*'  Which  fome  Folks  thought  prodigioufly  profane, 
"  I  took  it — ^yes — I  took  it  in  my  Head, 

"  To  order  Sir  yohn  Brute  at  Drury  Lane. 
*'  Had  fhe  refpeded  me^  1  do  aver, 
*'  I  fhould  have  ftay'd  at  Home,  and  thought  o^ HerJ" 

"And  mind — keep  George  as  poorasaChurchMoufe — 
*'  Vote  not  a  Halfpenny  for  Carleton-Houfe — 
*'  This  may  appear  like  wonderful  Barbarity — 
"  But  mind,  Pitt,  mind — he  gains  in  Popularity. 

**  I  fee  him  o'er  his  Father  try  to  rife — 
"  And  mount  an  Eagle  to  the  Skies — 

"  But  Poverty  will  check  his  daring  Flight — 
''  Befides,  fliould  George  receive  a  Grant — 
*'  He  gets  the  golden  Orbs  I  want — • 

**  Then  Civil  Lift  Deficiencies, — Good  Night ! 

"  And 
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^*  And  hx  !  that  wicked  *  Son-in-Law  of  Brown, 
*'  Loiino;  all  Sort  of  Rev'rencc  for  a  Crown, 

"  Hath  fent  me  in,  a  Bill  fo  dread — 
"  What's  very  ftrange  too,   Pitt,   I'll  tell  ye  more — 
"  The  P.afcal  came  into  my  Houfe,  and  fwore 

*'  'Twas  a  juft  Bill,   and  that  he  muj}  be  paid  ; 
"  Yes,  "that  he  wou'd,"  he  fwore — (how  faucy ! — Pitt) 
**  Or  fend  a  Lawyer  to  me  with  a  Writ^ 

"  Down  fent  I  Ramus  to  him  o'er  and  o'er 
"  To  fay  that  Brown  )\2Again  d  enough — 

"  And  bid  him  to  the  Palace  come  no  more 
"  To  pefter  Majefty  with  Bills  and  Stuff. 

'*  What — Pitt,    pray  don't  you  thing  I'm  right — 
quite  right  ? 
"  On  which  the  Premier,  with  a  fault'ring  Bow, 
"  Star'd   in   the   Face   by  Truth — looking   I    don't 
know  how ; 
"  Hem  d  QUI  a  faint  Aflent — heav'ns  how  pohte  ! 

"  How 

*  Mr.  Holland,  who  married  a  Daughter  of  the  late  Capability  Brown,  and  who 
hath  fev^ral  Times,  impertinently  troubled  the  Palace  with  a  Bill  of  Two  ThoufanJ 
Pounds,  due  for  Work  done  by  his  Father-in-Law  in  the  Royal  Gardens. 
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"How  pretty  'twas  In  Pitt,  what  great  good  Senfe, 
"  Not  to  give  Majefty  the  leaft  Offence ! 

Whereas,  the  Chancellor,  had  he  been  there, 
Whofe  Tutor,  one  would  think  had  been  a  Bear  ; 
Thinking  a  Briton  to  no  Forms  confin'd. 
But  born  with  Privilege  to  fpeak  his  Mind  ; 
Had  anfwer'd  with  a  thund'ring  Tongue, 
"  I  think  your  Majefty  d — mn — tion  wrong—- 
*'  I  know  no  morale   nov  pre/criptive  Right 
"  In  Kings  to  ***  a  Subjed  of  a  Mite  : 

"  Give  him  his  juft  Demand — It  is  but  fit — 
Such  Littlenefles  look  extremely  odd — 
Before   me  fhould  the  Matter  come,  by  G — d 

*'  Your  M y  will  curfedly  be  bit — 

*'  Kings  by  a  Senfe  of  Honour  fliould  be  fway'd — 
"  Holland,  mufl^  willy   by  G — d  h-^pallh^  paid." 

Lord  RocHFORD  too,    the  gentle  Youth  was  there, 
Whofe  {w^zi  falfetto  Voice  is  often  fported 

In  Glees  and  Catches;   fo  that  all  who  hear. 
Believe  a  pretty  Semi-vir  imported. 

There 


<( 
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Anxious  to  pleafc  the  Royal  Pair, 

Lord  Salisbury  prais'd  the  Words  and  Air  : 

My  Lord — who  boafts  a  pretty  tuneful  Palate  ? 
Who  kindly  teaches  Coble rs  how  to  finer  ? 
Inftruds  his  Butler,  Baker,  on  the  String, 

And  with  Apollo's  Laurel,   crowns  his  Valet.* 

"  A  Cobler  !   Baker  changed  to  a  Mufician, 

"  Butlers,  and  Lick-trenchers?"      My  Reader  roars, 

*'  The  facred  Art  is  in  a  fweet  Condition — 
"  A  pretty  Way  of  rubbing  out  old  Scores! 

*'  God  blefs  his  Generofity  and  Purfe, 

"  Soon  probably  his  Grandmother  or  Nurfe, 

"  May  to  the  happy  Band  unite  their  Notes — 
"  Perchance,   the  Lift  refpecStable  to  grace, 
'*  His  Lordfhip's  fav'ritc  Horfe  may  fhow  his  Face, 
"  And  earn  as  Chorus-Singer,  all   his   Oats." 

•  His  Lordfliip  made  fome_/fl</ Appointments  to  his  Majefty's  Band  —  ignorant, 
unmufical  Rogues  who  receive  the  Salary,  and  thrum  by  Proxy:  however,  he  hath 
behaved  better,  lately,  and  made  Atonement,  by  giving  Shield,  Dance,  Blake, 
and  Hackwood  to  the  Band. 

G  There 
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There  too,  that  clofe  attendant  on  the  King, 
*SiR  Charles,  the  adive,  elegant  and  fupple, 

Join'd  with  the  happy  Beings  of  the  Ring, 

And  bow'd  and  fcrap'd  before  the  fceptred  Couple  ; 

Pour'd  high  Encomium  on  the  Birth-Day  Din, 

And  won  the  Meed  of  many  a  Royal  Grin. 

Sir  Charles  !   the  moft  polite,  devoted  Man, 
Form'd  perfectly  upon  the  Courtier  Plan  ; 
Watches  each  Motion  of  the  Royal  Lips, 
And  round  his  Majefty  fo  lively  fkips : 

Keen  as  a  Havv^k,  obferves  his  Sovereign's  Eye, 
Explores  its  wants,  and  dwells  upon  its  Stare, 

As  if  he  really  was  to  live  or  die, 

According  to  th'  appearance  of  the  Glare  : 

Hops,  dances,  of  true  Courtlinefs,   the  Type, 

Juft  like  a  Pea  on  a  Tobacco  Pipe. 

Oft  will  his  facred  M y  look  down. 

With  Afpeft  confcious  of  a  glorious  Crown : 

Look 

*  Sir  Charles  Thomfon. 
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Look  down  with  furly  Gnindeiir  on  tlie  Knlorht, 
As  if  luch  fervilc  Homage  were  his  Ri^hti 
And  by  a  Stare,  inform  the  fearful  Thing, 
The  DifF'rence  'twixt  a  Subjed:  and  a  King. 

Thus  when  a  httle  fearful  Puppy  meets 
A  noble  Newfoundland  Dog  in  the  Streets, 

He  creeps,   and  whines,  and  licks  the  lofty  Brute  ; 
Curls  round  him,   falls  upon  his  back,   and  then. 
Springs  up  and  gambols — frifks  it  back  agen. 

And  crawls  in  dread  fubrailTion  to  his  Foot : 
Looks  up,  and  hugs  his  Neck,  and  feems  t'intreat  him, 
With  ev'ry  mark  of  Terror,   not  to  eat  him. 

The  Newfoundland  Dog,   confcious  of  his  Might, 
Cocks  high  his  Tail  and  Ears,   his  State  to  fliovv ; 

Then  lifts  his  Leg  (a  little  unpolite) 

And  almoft  drowns  the  Supplicant  below : 

Then  feems,  in  full-blown  Majefty,   to  fay 

"  Great  is  my  Pow'r — but,  lo!   I'll  not  ahufc  it: 

*'  I'm  CtEsar!   paltry  Creature,   go  thy  Way; 
"  But  mind,   I  can  devour  thee,  if  I  chufe  it." 

Oft 
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Oft  fliows  at  Theatres,  Sir  Charles,  his  niien, 
Skips  from  his  Majefty,   behind  the  Scene, 

To  make  a  famous  Adtrefs  bleft,   by  faying, 
How  pleas'd  the  Monarch  is — how  oft  he  clapp'd, 
How  oft  the  Queen  her  fan  fo  gracious  tapp'd, 

In  Approbation  of  her  charming  Playing ! 

Then  will  the  Knight,  with  Motions  all  fo  quick, 
Rufh  back  again,   o'erjoy'd,  through  thin  and  thick, 

And  to  their  facred  Majefties  repair, 
Loaded  with  Curtfies,  Speeches,  Thanks,  fine  Things! 
Proud  as  fome  old  Dame's  Nag  with  Queens  and  Kings 

Of  Gingerbread,   to  grace  a  Country  fair. 

Then  will  Sir  Charles  race  back  with  wild  Career, 
With  fomething  new,  the  Royal  Mouths  fliall  utter, 

Sweet  to  the  Actress's  aftonifh'd  Ear, 

As  Sugar-plums  to  Brats — or  Bread  and  Butter. 

Then  back  to  Majefty  Sir  Charles  will  fly 
With  this  great  A^rc^s'' s fu^lime  Reply: 


As 
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As  for  Example — "  Dear  Sir  Charles,  dear  Friend, 
"  Pray  thank  their  Majefties  extreme  good-nature, 

"  Who  in  their  GoodnefTes  can  condcfccnd 
"  To  honour  thus  their  poor  devoted  Creature ; 
"  Whofe  Patronage  gives  Glory  to  a  Name — 
"  Whofe  Smiles  aloi^e  confer  immortal  Fame.  — 
"  I  beg,   Sir  Charles,  you'll  fay  the  humbUfi  Things — 
"  Commend  me  to  the  heft  of  ^eeits  and  Kt7igs'' 

Back  with  thefe  Meflages  Sir  Charles   will  run, 
And  with  them,   charm  of  Majefty  the  Sun, 
And  bid  him,  like  his  Brother  in  the  Skies, 
Dart  fmiling  Radiance  from  his  Mouth  and  Eyes ! 
Thrice  happy  Knight  !  all  Parties,  form'd  to  pleafe  ! 
Blefl  Porter  of  fuch  Meflages  as  thefe! 

Thus  midft  the  Battle's  Rage,  like  Lightning  fcours 
An  Aid-de-Camp,  his  General's  Orders  carrying: 

Bravely  he  gallops  through  the  Bullet  Show'rs, 
But  fcarce  a  lingle  Minute  tarrying ; 

Then  to  the  General  back  with  Anfwer,  comes, 

Midft  the  deep  Thunder  of  great  Guns  and  Drums : 

H  Now 


Now  forth  again  with  more  commands  he  fallies. 
Then  back,  then  forth  again  behold  him  hurry, 

To  this  that  runs  away,  to  ^hat  which  rallies, 
All  Buftle,  Uproar  wild,  and  Hurry  Scurry ! 

Yet  was  there  o^e  who  much  the  day  decried — 

Old  Lady  Mary  Duncan  (fays  Report). 
"  What,  no  dear,  dear  Cafirato  here!"  fhe  iigh'd, 

"  Why  then — ^P-x  take  the  Roarings  and  the  Court; 
"  Then  Lord  have  Mercy  on  my  tortur'd  Ears, 
"  And  ll:iieid  me  from  the  Shouts  of  fuch  He-Bears." 

"  Are  fuch  the  pretty  Notes  to  pleafe  ! 

*'  Then  !   may  I  never  more  hear  Sounds  like  thefe : 

"  In  Days  of  yore,  they  might  have  had  their  Merit, 
"  Amongft  the  Rams-Horns  to  have  borne  a  Bob, 
"  That  did  at  Terico  the  wondrous  Tob — 

"  Knock' d  down  the  Wall  with  fo  much  Spirit. 

"  The  Sounds  may  anfwer  to  play  Tricks 

*'  Amongft  a  Pack  of  drunken  Affes ; 
**  To  break,  as  if  it  were  with  Sticks, 

"  The  Bones  of  Bottles  and  poor  Glaffes. 

-^  "Where, 
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"  Where,  where  is  Pacchierotti's  heart-felt  Strain? 

*'  Where  RuBiNELLi'syo/?^?;////'^  Note  ? 
"  That  tickled  oft  my  {ighing  Soul  to  Prt/;;, 

"   That  bade  my  Senfcs  in  Elyfium  float  ? 
*'  Avaunt!   you  vile  blaek- bearded  Rogues — avaunt! 
"  'Tis  Imoother  Chins,   and  fweeter  Tones,   /  uoant.''' 

My  Lord  of  Exeter  was  alfo  there  ; 

Who,   marv'ling,   cock'd  his  Time  difcerning  Ear 
To  Strains  that  did  fuch  Honour  to  a  Throne: — 

There  Uxbridge  taught  the  Audience  how  to  thmk-. 

With  much  flo-nificant  and  knowino;  Wink, 
And  Speeches  clad  in  Wifdom's  critic  Tone  ; 

Who  look'dMuficians  through  with  half- fliut  Eyes ; — 

Moft  folemn,  moft  chromatically  wife! 


Sandwich,  the  Glory  of  each  jovial  Meeting, 

"This  Fidler,  now — now  that^   fo  kindly  greeting, 
Appear'd,  and  fhrewdly  pour'd  his  hahs  and  htans : 

Great  in  Tattoo,  my  Lord,  and  Crofs-hand  Roll; 

Great  in  the  Dead-march-ftroke  fublime  of  Saul, 
He  beats  Old  *  Assbridge  on  the  Kettle-Drums. 

What 

*  A  Kettle  Drummer  of  great  Celebrity. 
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WJiat  Pity,   to  our  military  Hoft, 

Thut  fuch  a  charming  Drummer  fhould  be  loft! 
And  feel  through  Life  his  Glories  overcaft 

At  that  dull  *  Board,  where,  never  could  he  learn, 

Of  Ships,  the  Diff'rence  between  Stem  and  Stern^ 
Hen-coops  and  Boats,  the  Rudder  and  the  Maft. 

Say — midft  the  tuneful  Tribe  was  Edmund  Burke? 

No! — MuN  was  cutting  out  for  Hastings,  work; 
Writing  to  Cousin  Will  and  Co.  to  league  'em 

Againft  that  Rogue,  who  like  a  Ruffian  rofe. 

And  tweak'd  a  Bulfe  of  Jewels  from  the  Nofe 
Of  Dames,  in  India,  chriften'd  Munny  Begum. 

Edmund!  who  formerly  look'd  fierce  as  Grimbald 
On  that  moft  horrid  Imp  Sir  Thomas  Rumbold, 

Vow'd,  like  a  Sheep^ ,  to  flea  that  Eaftern  Thief; 
TiW.  Jirange. good  Fortune  open'd  Edmund's  Eyes: 
Oh!  then  he  heard  of  Innocence  the  Cries, 

And,  like  Jew-Converts,  damn'd  his  Old  Belief. 

Yet,  \^x.fo7ne  Praife  for  Mun's  Converfion  pafs 

To  that  great  Wonder-worker,  Saint  Dundas. 

Edmund ! 

*  The  Admiralt/. 
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Edmund!  who  battled  hard  for  Powell's  Life, 
And  fvvore  no  Man,  in  Virtue,  e'er  went  further: 

To  prove  which  Oath,   this  Powell  took  a  Knife, 
And  made  the  world  believe  it,  by  Sdf-Murther. 

Reader — fuppofe  I  give  thee  a  fmall  Ode 
Made  when  vile  Tippoo  Saib  in  Triumph  rode,' 
And  play'd  the  Devil  on  our  Indian  Borders, 
In  Perfon,  or  by  vile  fatanic  Orders: 

When  Mr.  Burke  fo  famous  for  fine  Speeches, 
From  Trope  to  Trope^  a  downright  Rabbit,  fkipping, 

Meant,    School-boy  like,    to   take  down   Hastings' 
Breeches^ 
And  give  the  Noble  Governor  a  Whipping  ? 

If  rightly.  Reader,  I  tranflate  thy  Phiz, 

Thou  fmil'ft  Confent. — I  thank  thee — Here  it  is. 

But  mark  my  Cleanlinefs  ere  I  begin : 
Know,  I've  not  caught  the  Itch  of  Party-fin  : 
To  Pitt,  or  Fox,  I  never  did  belong : 
Truth,  Truth  I  feek — fo  help  me  God  of  Song  ! 

I  P'rhaps, 
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P'rhaps,  to  a  Heathen  Oath  thou  may'ft  demur  : 
Well  then — Sufpiclon  that  I  mayn't  incur. 
But,  like  a  Chrijlian  fwear  /  do  not p am- — 
By  all  the  Angels  of  yon  lofty  Sky, 
Where  burning  Seraphims  and  Cherubs  cry, 
I'm  of  no  Party — curfe  me  if  I  am  ! 

By  all  thofe  Wonder-monger  Saints  and  Martyrs 

Cut  for  the  Love  of  God  in  Halves  and  Quarters  ; 
By  each  black  Soul  in  Purgatory  frying  ; 

By  all  thofe  w'hiter  Souls,  though  we  can't  fee  'em. 

Singing  their  Ave-Mary  and  Te  Deum 
On  yon  bright  Cloud — I  fwear  I  am  not  lying. 

No  !   free  as  air  the  Muse  fhall  fpread  her  Wing, 
O^  whom,  and  when,   and  what  fhe  pleafes,  fing  : 
Though  *  Privy  Councils,  jealous  of  her  Note, 
Prefcrib'd,  of  late,  a  Halter  for  her  Throat. 

Let  Folly  fpring — my  Eagle,  Falcon,  Kite, 

Hawk — Satire — what  you  will — fball  mark  her  Flight; 

*  This  is  a  Piece  of  fecret  Hiflory. 

Through; 
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Through  Huts  or  Palaces  ('tis  juft  the  fame), 
With  equal  Rage,  purfue  the  panting  Game  ; 
And  lay  (by  Princes,   or  by  Peafants,   bred) 
Low  at  the  Owner's  Feet,  the  Cuckow,  dead. 


ODE      TO      EDMUND. 

MUCH  edified  am  I  by  Edmund  Burke  ! 

Well-pleas'd  I  fee  his  Patriot-Mill  at  work, 
Grinding  away  for  poor  Old  England's  Good: 

He  gives  of  Elocution,   fuch  a  Feaft  ! 

He  tells  of  fuch  dread  Doings  in  the  Eaft  ! 
And  fighs,  as  'twere  for  his  own  Flefli  and  Blood. 

Shroff,  Chout,  Lad,  Ofnra,  Duftiick,  Nabob,  Bunder, 
CrorCi  Choultry,  Begum,  Leave  his  Lips  in  Thunder. 

With  matchlefs  Pathos,  Mun  defcribcs  the  Gag, 
Employ'd  by  that  vile  Son  of  Hyder  Naig, 

Nam'd 
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Nam'd  Tippoo. — Gags!  that  Britifli  Mouths  deteft  ; 
Occafion'd  partly  by  that  Man  fo  fad, 
That  Hastings! — oh!   deferving  all  that's  bad — 

That  Villain,  MurdVer,  Tyrant,  Dog,  Wild  Beaft  I 

Poor  Edmund  fees  poor  Britain's  fetting  Sun  : 
Poor  Edmund  groans^ — and  Britain  is  undone  ! 

Reader  1  thou  haft,   I  do  prefume, 

{God  knows  though)  been  in  a  fnug  Room, 

By  Coals  or  Wood  made  comfortably  warm. 

And  often  fancied  that  a  Storm  'without y 

Hath  made  a  diabolic  Rout — 
Sunk  Ships — tore  Trees  up — done  a  world  of  Harm. 

Yes!  thou  haft  lifted  up  thy  tearful  Eyes, 

Fancying  thou  heardft  of  Mariners  the  Cries ; 

And  figh'd,  "  How  wretched  now  muft  thoufands  be! 

"Oh!  how  I  pity  the  poor  Souls  at  Seal" 

When,  lol  this  dreadful  Tempeft,  and  his  Roar, 

A  Zephyr — in  the  Key-hole  of  the  Door! 

Now, 
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Now,  may  not  Edmund's  Howlings  be  a  Sigh 

PrefUng    through    Edmund's    Lungs    for    Loaves 
and  Fifhes, 

On  which  he  long  hath  look'd  with  longing  Eye, 
To  fill  poor  Edmund's  not  o'er-burthen'd  Didies  ? 

Give  MuN  a  Sop — forgot  will  be  Complaint, 
Britain  be  fafe,  and  Hastings  prove  a  Saint. 


Now  for  the  Drawing-Room — O  Mufe  fo  madding, 
Delighted  in  Digreflion  to  be  gadding. 

Hampden  and  Fortescue  (brave  Names!)  attended — 
The  lajl^  in  Catches,  wonderfully  mended. 
The  Lovely  Lady  Clarges  too  was  there, 

To  all  the  Graces  as  to  Mufic  born  ; 
Whofe  Note  fo  fweetly  melting  foothcs  the  Ear  ! 

Soft  as  the  Robin's  to  the  Bliifli  of  Morn  ! 

K  There 
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There  too  the  rare  Fiol-di-Gamba  Pratt, 

Whofe  Fingers  fair,  the  Strings  (o  nicely  pat. 

And  Bow,  that  brings  out  Sounds  unknown  at  Babel — 

Though  not  fo  fweet  as  thofe  of  Mr.  Abel. 

Dear  Maid !  the  Daughter  of  that  Prince  of  Pratts, 
Who  Muiic  cons,  as  well  as  Law  ;   and  fwears 
The  Girl  ihdiW  fcrub  no  Soul's  but  Handel's  Airs, 

To  whom  he  thinks  our  great  Compofers,  Cats. 

Id  ej},  Sacchini,  Hayden,  Bach,  and  Gluck, 
And  Twenty  more,   who  never  had  the  Luck 

To  pleafe  the  nicer  Ears  oi  fome  crown  d  Folk: 

Ears,  that,  like  other  People's,  though  they  grow. 
Poor  Creatures!  really  want  the  Senfe  to  know^ 

Pfalm-Tunes  fo  mournful  from  the  Old  Black  Joke. 

That  mufly  Mufic-hunter  too — Muf.  D. 
Much-travel'd  Burney  came  to  hear  and  fee  : 
He,  in  his  Tour,  who  found  fuch  great  Protedlors — 
Kings,  Queens,  Dukes,  Margraves,  Margravines, 
Electors, 

Who 
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Who  afk'd  the  Doctor  many  a  gracious  Qucftion, 
And  treated  him  with  marv'lous  Hofpitality  ^ 

Guefling  he  had  as  clever  a  Digeftion 

For  Meat  and  Drink,   as  Mufic  of  rare  QuaHty. — 

Not  with  much  Glee  the  Dodor  heard  the  Ode, 
But  turn'd  his  difappointed  Eyes  to  God  ; 

And  wifh'd  it  his  own  Setting,  with  a  Sigh  : — 

For,  ere  to  Salisbury's  Houfe  the  Dodlor  came — 
To  get  as  Ode-Setter,   enrolFd  his  Name — 

Behold  !    behold  the  JVedding  was  gone  by. 

Ah  I   how  unlucky  that  the  Prize  was  loft  ! 
Parsons,  who  daring  dafli'd  through  thick  and  thin — 
EcLiPS   the  fecond  ! — o;ot  like  Lishtningr  /;/, 

when  BuRNEY  juft  had  reach'd  the  Diftance  PoJ}. 

Yet,  gentle  Mufe,  let  Candour  this  allow, 
That,   though  his  Heart  was  mortified  enow, 
The  Dodlor  did  his  Rival's  Art  admire, 
And  own'd  his  maiden  Crotchets  full  of  Fire — 
Crotchets !   though  fweet — alas !   condcmn'd  to  lie 
Hid,  like  moft  Royal  Virtues,   from  our  eye ! 

Crotchets, 
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Crotchets,   that  fongful  Mr.  Parsons  ties 

To  Tom's  big  Phrafe,   to  make  fublimer  Cries  : 

Thrice  happy  Union  to  entrance  the  Soul ! 
How  like  the  Notes  of  Cats,   a  vocal  Pair, 
By  Boys  (to  catch  their  wild  and  mingled  Air) 

Tied  Tail  to  Tail,   and  thrown  acrofs  a  Pole  ! 

But  where  was  great  Sir  Watkyn  all  this  Time  ? 

Why  heard  he  not  the  Air  and  lofty  Rhyme  ? 
The  jQeek  Weldi  Deity,   who  Mufic  knows — 

The  Alexander  of  the  *Tot'n'am  Troops, 

Who,   tutor'd    by    his    Stampings,   Nods,    Grunts, 
Whoops, 
Do  wond'rous  Execution  with  their  Bows  ? 

Sir  Watkyn,   deep  in  difmal  Dudgeon  gone, 
Far  in  his  Cambrian  f  Villa  fat  alone : 
To  :|:Mrs  Walsingham  he  fcrubb'd  his  Bafe, 
Whilft  Anger  fwell'd  the  Volume  of  his  Face, 

Flaming, 

*  Sir  Watkyn  Is  a  Member  of  the  Ancient  Mufic  Concert  in  Tottenham-Street, 
and  much  attended  to,  both  for  his  Art  and  Science, 
t  Wynneftay. 

+  The  Quarrel  between  the  Knight  and  the  Lady  was  a  wonderful  one  —  Tuntane 
animis  ctxlcJHbus  ira  ? 
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Flaming,   like  Suns  of  London  in  a  Foi>' : 
Of  Mrs.  Wals INGHAM  he  fung  with  Ire  ; 
His  Eyes  as  red  as  Ferrets'  Eyes,   with  Fire; 

His  mighty  Soul  for  Vengeance  all  agog. 

Achilles  thus,   affronted  to  the  Beard, 
His  fledge-like  Fift  o'er  Agamemnon  rear'd, 

And   down  his   Throat   would  fain   his  Words   have 
ramm'd  : 
Who,   after  Oaths  (a  pretty  decent  Volly), 
And  rating  the  long  Monarch  for  his  Folly, 

Inform'd  the  King  of  Men  he  might  be  d — mn'd; 
Then  to  his  Tent  majeftic  ftrode  to  ftrum. 
And  fcrape  his  Anger  out  on  Tweedle-dum. 

Yet  Mrs.  Wals  inch  am  the  Ode  attended  ; 

From  'Squire  Apollo,   lineally  defccnded — 

A  Dame  who  dances,   paints,   and  plays,   and  iings : 

The  Saint  Cecilia — Queen  of  Wind  and  Strings  I 

Tho'  fcarcely  bigger  than  a  Cat — a  Dame 

Midft  the  Bas  bleusy  a  Giant  as  to  Fame. 

L  When 
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When  Fiddle,  Hautboy,  Clarinet,  Baflbon, 

On  Sunday  (deem'd  by  us  good  Chriflians,  odd^) 
Unite  their  Clang,  and  pour  their  merry  Tune 

In  jiggifli  Gratitude  to  God; 
Lo !  if  a  witlefs  Member  fhould  defire, 

Inftead  of  Handel,   Strains  perchance  of  Hayden, 
A  fierce  Semiramis  fhe  flames  with  ire — 

This  Amazonian  crotchet-loving  Maiden! 

She  looks  at  him  with  fuch  a  pair  of  Eyes ! 
Reader,   by  way  ofy^/^/V^-Digreflion, 

Which  to  my  Subjed:,  happily  applies — 
Did'ft  ever  fee  Grimalkin  in  a  PafTion, 

Lifting  her  Back  and  Ears,   and  Tail  and  Hair, 
Giving  her  two  expreffive  Goglers, 
(Not  in  the  fvveet  and  tender  Stile  of  Oglers) 

A  fierce  broad,  wild,  fix'd,  furious,  thjeat'ning  Stare? 

If  fo — thou  mayft  fome  faint  Idea  have 
Of  this  great  Lady  at  her  tuneful  Club — 

Who  very  often  hath  been  heard  to  rave. 
And  with  much  Eloquence  the  Members  fnub* 

Some 
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Some  People  hy  their  Souls  will  fwcar, 
That  if  Muficians  mifs  a  half  a  Bar, 

Juft  Hke  an  Irifliman  fhe  ftarts  to  bother — 
And  in  the  Violence  of  quaver  Madnefs, 
Where  nought  fliould  reign  but  Harmony  and  Gladnefs, 

She  knocks  one  tuneful  Head  againft  another ; 
Then  fcreams  in  fuch  chromatic  Tones 
Upon  Apollo's  poor  affrighted  Sons, 
Whofe  trembling  Tongues  when  her's  begins  to  found 
Are  in  the  Din  vociferating,  drown'd  ! 

Thus  when  the  Oxford  Bell,  baptiz'd  Great  Tom, 

Shakes  all  the  City  with  his  iron  Tongue, 
The  little  tinklers  might  as  well  be  dumb 

As  a{k  Attention  to  their  puny  Song, 
So  much  the  Lillyputians  arc  overcome 

By  the  deep  Thunder  of  the  Mighty  Tom. 

Handel,  as  fam'd  for  Manners  as  a  Pig, 
Enrag'd,  upon  a  Time  pull'd  off  his  Wig, 
And  flung  it  plump  in  poor  Cuzzoni' s  Face, 
Becaufe  the  little  Syren,  mifs'd  a  grace: 

Muficians 
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Muficlansj  therefore,  fliould  beware, 
Or  in  the  Face  of  fome  unlucky  Chap, 

Akho'  file  cannot  fling  a  Load  of  Hair 
She  probably  may  dart  her  Cap. 

Oft  when  a  Youth,   to  fome  fweet  blufliing  Maid, 
Hath  flily  whifper'd  amatory  Things, 

And  more  by  Paflion  than  by  Muiic  fway'd. 
Broke  on  the  tuneful  Dialogue  of  Strings  ; 

Rous' d  like  a  Tygrefs  from  a  fav'rite  Feaft, 
Up,   hath  the  valiant  Gentlewoman  fprung 
With  light'ning  Look,   and  thund'ring  Tongue, 

Ready  with  out-ftrech'd  Neck  to  eat  the  Beaft 
That  boldly  dar'd, — fo  blafphemoufly  rafh, 
Mix  with  the  Air  divine,  his  lovefick  trafh. 

Reader,  attend  her — fhe  will  fo  enrich  ye 
With  Mufic  Knowledges  of  everj^Kind, 

From  that  poor  nothing-monger  old  Quillici, 
To  Handel's  lofty  and  capacious  Mind  : 


Run 
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Run  wild  Divifions  on  the  various  Merit 
Of  this  and  that  Compofcr's  Spirit — 

On  Gluck's    Sublimities  be  all  lb  chatty — 
Talk  of  the  Serio-comic  of  Piccini, 
Compare  the  Elegance  of  fweet  Sacchini, 

And  iron  Melodies  of  old  Scarlatti  ! 

But  not  one  Word  on  Britifh    Worth,  I  vvcan — 
Their  very  Mention,   gives  the  Dame,  the  Spleen  : 

'Twere  e'en  Difgrace  to  tell  their  mawkifli  Names  : 
Mere  Cart-horfes — poor  uninvcntive  Fools, 
Who  neither  Mufic  make,  nor  know  its  Rules — 

Whofe  Works  fhould  only  come  to  light  in  Flames. 

To  Depths  of  Muiic  doth  this  Dame  pretend, 
Nought  can  her  Science  well  tranfcend, — 

If  you  the  Lady's  own  Opinion  afk ; 
And  when  £he  talks  of  mufical  Enditers, 
She  fhows  a  vaft  Acquaintance  with  all  Writers, 

And  takes  them  critically  all  to  Tafk. 

M  Dear 


[    46    ] 

Dear  Gentle- woman  !    who,   fo  great,  fo  chafte, 
^Q  foreign  in  her  Tweedle-dummip  Tafte, 
Faints  at  the  Name  of  that  enchanting  Fellow, 
The  melting  Amorofo  Paiiiello  ! 

With  Notes  on  Tarchi,  Sarti,  will  o'erwhelm  ye, 
Giordani,   Tweeter  than  the  Hybla  Honey  : 
Anfofli,   Cimerofo,  Bach,  Bertoni, 

Rauzzini,   Abel,   Pleyel,   Guglielmi ! 
Can  tell  you,  that  th'  Italian  School  is  airy, 
Expreflive,  elegant,  light  as  a  Fairy  ; 
The  German  heavy,   deep,   fcholaftic  ; 

The  French  moft  miferably  whining,   moaning 
Oft  like  poor  Devils  in  the  Colic  groaning, 

Noify  and  fcreaming,   hideous,   hudibraftic. 

The  Female  Vifitors  around  her  gaze, 

With  wond'ring  Eyes,  and  Mouths  of  wide  Amaze, 

To  hear  her  pompoufly  demand  the  Key 

Of  ev'ry  Piece  Muficians  play. 

AftoniOi'd 
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Aftonifli'd  fee  this  Petticoat-Apollo, 

With  ftamping  Foot,  and  beck'ning  Hands 

And  Head,   Time-nodding  ifTue,  high  Commands, 

Beating  the  Tot'n'am  Road  *Dired.or,  hollow. 

Yes — they  behold  amaz'd,   this  tuneful  Whale, 
And  catch  each  Crotchet  of  her  rich  Difcourfe, 
Utter'd  with  claffic  Elegance  and  Force, 

On  Diatonic  and  Chromatic  Scale  : 
Then  flare  to  fee  the  Lady  wifely  pore 
On  fcientific  zig-zag  Score. 

Reader,   at  this  great  Lady's  Sunday  Meeting, 
Midft  tuning  Liftruments  each  other  greeting. 

Screaming  as  if  they  had  not  met  for  Years, 
So  joyous,   and  fo  great  their  Clatter  ! — fay 
Didft  ever  fee  this  Lady  ftriking  A 

Upon  her  Harpfichord,   with  bending  Ears  ? 
With  open  Mouth,  and  Stare  profound, 

Attention-nail'd,  and  Head  awry, 
'Till  Alamire  Unifon  goes  round, 

Watching  each  Atom  of  the  tuneful  Cry  ? 

Did'ft 

*  Joah  Bate,  Efq. 
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Did'ft  ever  fee  her  hands  outftretch'd  like  Wings, 
Towards  the  Band,   tho'  led  by  Cramer, 

Wide  fwimming  for  Pia7tos  on  the  Strings — 
Now  fudden  rais'd  like  Mr.  Chriflie's  Hammer, 

To  bid  the  *  Forte  roar  in  fudden  Thunder, 

And  fill  the  gaping  Multitude  with  Wonder  ? 

Thou  never  did'ft  ? — then,  Friend,  without  a  Hum, 

I  envy  thee  a  Happinefs  to  come ! 

"  He  moulds  his  Harp  (quoth  Tom)  to  Manners 
mild ;" 

To  Kings,   for  babe-like  M.2inntv  s  Jtmple  ftyl'd, 
And  grac'd  with  Virtues  that  would  fill  a  Tun  : 

To  him  the  Poet  humbly  makes  a  Leg, 

Who,   Goofe-like,  brooding  o'er  the  fav'rite  Egg 
Of  Genius,   gives  the  Phcenix  to  the  Sun  : 

To  him,  who  for  fuch  Eggs  is  al way's  watching, 
And  never  more  delighted  than  when  hatching ; 

Which 

*  Motions  eftablifhed  by  the  Cognofcenti  iot  fiiowing  the  Light  and  Shadow 
of  Mufic. 
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Which  makes  the  Number  offcr'd  to  the  Sun, 
So  vaft ! — why,  verily  as  thick  as  Peas, 
That  People  may  colled:,  with  equal  Eafc, 

A  thoufand  noble  Inftances,  as  ofie. 

What  numbers,  Wifdom  to  his  Care  hath  giv'n  ! 

All  hatch'd — fome  living — others  gone  to  Hcav'n 
Thus  in  the  *Pinnick's  Neft  the  Cuckow  lays. 

Then,  eafy  as  a  Frenchman,  takes  her  Flight : — 
Due  Homage  to  the  Eggs,  the  Pinnick  pays. 

And  brings  the  little  Lubbers  into  Light. 

The  modern  Poet  iings,   quoth  Tom  again. 
Of  M chs,   who,   with  oeconomic  Fury, 

Force  all  the  tuneful  World  to  Tot'n'am  Lane, 
And  lock  up  all  the  Doors  of  harmlcfs  fDauRV. 


*  A  Bird  fo  called  in  fonic  Counties,  that  attends  upon  tlie  Wife  Bird,  and 
feeds  him. 

+  The  Oratorios  were  to  have  heen  performed  at  Drury  Lane,  this  Year,  under 
the  Conduft  of  Mr.  Lin  ley  and  Dr.  Arnold. — Madam  Mara  was  to  have 
exhibited  her  amazing  Powers.  This  woulcf  have  been  a  Death-ftroke  to  the  Pij^iny 
P<;rformance  in  Tottenham-Court  Road.  How  Iliould  tlie  Pigmy  be  favcd  ?  By 
kiUing  the  Giant : — and  lo  !  his  death-warrant  hath  been  figned.— By  what  Power  of 
the  Conftitution  ?  None! — Can  i\\<i.  Grand  M-onar  qui  ^0  moxzl  Quicquid  delirant 
R(ges,  ple&unlur  Achiii. 

N  Say, 
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Say,  why  this  Curfc  on  Drury's  harmlefs  Door, 

That  thus  in  Anger,  M y  fhould  lock  it  ? 

Muse,  are  the  Tot'n'am-Street  Subfcribers  poor? 

Will  Driiry  keep  fome  Pence  from  Tot'n'am's  Pocket  ? 
Doth  threat'ning  Bankruptcy  extend  a  Gloom 
O'er  the  proud  Walls  of  Tot'n'am's  Regal  Room  ? 

Perchance  'tis  Mara's  Song  that  gives  Offence! 

Hmc  nice  Lacrymce! — I  fear: 
The  Song  that  once  could  charm  the  R — 1  Senle, 

Delights,  alas!   no  more  the  Royal  Ear. 
Gods!   can  a  Guinea  deaden  ev'ry  Note, 
And  make  the  Nightingale's,  a  Raven's  Throat? 

But  let  me  give  his  M y  a  Hint, 

Frefli  from  my  Brain's  prolific  Mint — 

Suppofe  we  Amateurs  (hould  in  a  Fury, 
Juft  take  it  in  our  John-Bull  Heads  to  fay 
(And  lo!   'tis  very  probable  we  may) — 

"  We  will  have  Oratorios  at  Drury  ?" 

How 
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How  muft  he  look  ? — Blank — wonderfully  blank  ; 
And  think  fuch  Speech  an  Infult  on  his  Rank. 
What  could  he  do  ? — oppofc  with  Ire  io  hot  ? 
I  think  his  M y  had  better  7iot  f* 

Pity,   a  King  fliould  with  his  Subjcds  fquabble 

About  an  Oratorio,   or  a  Play: 
It  puts  him  on  a  footing  with  the  Rabble, 

And  that's  iinhiigly^  let  me  fay. 

Suppofe  he  comes  off  Conqueror  ?   alas ! 

For  fuch  a  Vidory  he  ought  to  figh — 
But,  Lord !   fuppofe  it  fo  (liould  come  to  pafs, 

That  Majefty  comes  off  with  a  black  Eye  ? 
Whether  he  lofe  or  win  the  Day, 
The  World  will  chriften  it  a  paltry  Fray. 


Kin<js 


iD 


*  Indeed  his  M y  hath  prudently  taken  the  Hint. — Drury,  in  fpite  of  the 

Royal  Frown,   hath  had  her  Oratorios  performed  to  the  no  fmall  Mortification  of 
poor  deferted Tottenham. 
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Kings  fliould  be  never  in  the  wrong*- — 

They  never  ^;t,   Tome  Wife-Acres  declare. — 

Poh !   fuch  a  Speech  may  do  for  Birth-day  Song ; 
But  makes  us  Philofophic  People  y?^r^  / 

I  know  a  certain  Owner  of  a  C — n, 

Not  quite  a  hundred  Miles  from  Windfor  Town, 
Who  harbour'd  of  his  Neighbour,  horrid  Notions — 

A  Widow  Gentlewoman — who,   he  faid, 

Popp'd  from  her  Window  ev'ry  Day  her  Head 
Impertinent,  to  watch  his  Royal  Motions. 

"What? 


*  Yet  let  us  give  an  Inllance  of  wrong  Proceedings. — A  certain  K and 

Q ,  inftead  of  having  Concerts  at  their  Palace,  in  the  Style  of  other  Princes, 

fuch  as  the  King  of  France,  the  Emperor,  the  Einprefs  of  Ruffia,  &.c.  have  entered 
into  a  private  Subfcription  for  a  Concert  in  a  pitiful  Street. — They  pay  (heir  Six 
Guineas  a-piece;  and,  what  is  more  extraordinary,  get  in  their  Children,  as  we  are 
told,  gratis!  What  is  ftill  more  extraordinary,  they  have  entered  into  a  Bond  for 
borrowingTwo  Thoufand  Pounds  for  putting  the  Houfe  into  a  decent  Repair;  fit  for 

the  Reception  of  the  K of  the  firfl  Empire  upon  Earth.     Of  whom  has  this 

Money  been  borrowed? — Marvelling  Reader!  of  the  poor  Mufician's  Fund! — which 
Money  might  have  been  placed  out  at  a  much  fuperior  iiJvantage.  Let  me  add,  that 
the  Subfcribers  order  a  formal  Rehearfal  previous  to  every  Concert ;  fo  that,  in  fafl, 
they  get  a  double  Concert  for  their  Monev ; — undoubtedly,  to  the  vaft  Satisfaflion 
of  the  Fingers  of  the  happy  Cramer,  Borghi,  Shield,  Cervetto,  &c.  who, 
in  this  Inllance,  earn  their  Money  not  very  unlike  the  patient  and  laborious  Animal 
called  a  Draxhorfe. 
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"  What?  what?  (quoth  M y)  I'll  teach  her  Eyes 

To  take  my  Motions  by  Surprize 

One  cannot  breakfaft,  dine,  drink  tea,  nor  fup, 
But,  whip!   the  Woman's  Head  at  once  is  out, 
To  fee  and  hear  what  wc  are  all  about : 

I'll  cure  her  of  that  Trick — -and  block  her  up." 

Mad  as  His  Military  Grace* 
For  fortifying  ev'ry  Place, 
From  Dockyards  to  a  Neceffary  Houfe — 

The  M ch  dreamt  of  nothing  but  the  Wall — 

The  fancy  Spy  in  Petticoats  to  maul, 
And  make  her  eagle  Pride  crawl  like  a  Loufe. 

Now  Workmen  came,  with  formidable  Stones, 
To  block  up  the  poor  Widow  Jones — 
Who  mark'd  this  dread  Blockade,  and,  with  a  Frown — 

And  to  the  Caufe  of  Freedom  true — 
One  of  the  Old  Hen's  Chicks  fo  blue, 
Faft  as  the  K built  up^  the  Dame  pull'd  down. 

*  Duke  of  Richmond. 

O      •  'Twas 
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'Twas    up  —  'twas    down — 'twas   up    again — 'twas 

down — 
Much  did  the  Country  with  this  Battle  ring, 

Between  the  valiant  Widow  and  the  K- , 

That  Admiration  rais'd  in  Windfor  Town  : 

The  mighty,  battling  Broughtons  and  the  Slacks? 
Ne'er\iew  more  Money  betted  on  their  Backs. 

Sing,  Heav'nly  Mufe,  how  ended  this  Affray  ? 
Tuft  as  it  happens,   faith,   nine  Times  in  ten, 
When  Dames  (o  fpirited  engage  with  Men — 

That  is — the  valiant  Widow  won  the  Day. 

The  K could  not  the  Woman  maul ; 

But  found  himfelf  moft  fhame fully  defeated  ; 

Then  very  vv^ifely  he  retreated. 
And  very  prudently  gave  up  the  Wall. 

Now  fing,  O  Mufe,  the  warlike  Ammunition 
Us'd  by  the  Dame  in  her  befieg'd  Condition, 

That 
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That  on  the  Hoft  of  vile  invaders  flew  ; 

Say,  did  no  God  nor  Goddefs  cry  out  Shame  ! 

And  nobly  haften  to  relieve  the  Dame 
From  fuch  a  refolute  and  hoftile  Crew  ? 

Yes — Neptune,   like  her  Guardian  Angel,   kind, 
Join'd  the  poor  Widow  Jones,   and  ran  up  Stairs; 
There  fiercely  caught  up  certain  Earthen  Wares, 

And,   pleas'd  his  fav'rite  Element  to  find. 

Bid,   on  their  Heads,   the  briny  Torrents  flow, 
And  wafli'd,  like  Shags,  the  Combatants  below. 

The  Goddefs  Cloacina  too,   fo  hearty, 

Rufh'd  to  the  Widows  Houfe,  and  join'd  the  Party: 
But  fay,   what  Ammunition  fill'd  her  Hand, 

Fame  for  the  Widow  to  acquire, 

To  bid  the  Enemy  retire. 
And  give  to  public  Scorn,  the  daring  Band  ? 

What  that  J^rong  Ammunition  was,   the  Bard 
Heard  as  a  Secret — therefore  muft  not  tell : 

Nor  would  he,   for  a  Thoufand  Pounds  Reward, 
To  Beaux  reveal  it,  or  the  fweetefl:  Belle. 

Yet 
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Yet  Nature  poffibly  hath  made  a  Snout, 
Bleft  with  Sagacity  to  fmell  it  out. 

Reader,  don't  ftand  fo,  flaring  like  a  Calf — 
Thy  gaping  Attitude  provokes  my  Laugh — 
Thou  think'ft  that  Monarchs  never  can  a<Si;  ill : 
Get  thy  head  fhav'd,  poor  Fool!   or  think  fo  ftill. 

Whether  thou  deem'ft  my  Story  falfe  or  true, 

I  value  not  a  Rufh. 
Wilt  have  another? — "  No." — Nay,  prithee  do. 
"  I  wo' n't." — Thou  fhalt,  by  Heavens !   fo  prithee 

hufli! 

But  ere  I  give  the  Tale,  my  tuneful  Bride, 

My  Lady  Muse,   ftiall  talk  of  Kings  and  Pride. 

Some  Kings  on  Thrones  are  Children  on  the  Lap — 
Children,   that  all  of  us  fee  ev'ry  Day — 

Brats  that  kick,  fquall,  and  quarrel  with  their  Pap, 
Tearing  and  fwearing  they  will  have  their  Way : 

And  what,  too,   their  great  Reputation  rifles. 

Kings  quarrel,  juft  like  Children,  about  Trifles. 

Moreover — 


I 
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Moreover — 'tis  a  terrible  Affair 

For  Kingly  Worfliip  to  be  kick'd  by  Fellows 
Who  probably  feed  half  their  Time  on  Air, 

Mending  old  Kettles,  or  old  Bellows. 

My  Lady  Pride's  a  very  lofty  Being, 

Muchpleas'dwithPeople's  fcraping,  bowing,  kneeincr 
Fruitful  in  Egotifms,   and  full  of  Brags — 

Her  Ladyship  in  nought  can  brook  Denial; 

And,  as  for  Infult,    'tis  a  killing  Trial, 
And  more  efpecially  from  Men  of  Rags. 

For  Pride,  fuch  is  her  Statelinefs,  alas! 
Rather  than  feel  the  Kickings  of  an  Afs^ 
Would  calmly  put  up  with  a  Leg  of  Horfe ; 
Though  pelting  her  with  fifty  times  the  Force  : 
Nay,  though  her  Brains  came  out  upon  the  Ground, 
Were  Brains  within  her  Head-piece  to  be  found. 


A  KING 
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A   KING  and  a  BRICK-MAKER. 
A         T     A     L     E. 

A  King,  near  Pimlico,  with  Nofe  and  State 

Did  very  much  a  neighbouring  Brick-kih.  hate 
Becaufe  the  Kiln  did  yomit  na%  Smoak  • 

Which  Smoak_I  can't  hy  very  nice]/ bred. 

Did  very  often  take  it  in  the  Head 

To  blacken  the  Great  Houfe,  and   try   the   K 

to  cKoak. 

His  facred  Majefty  would  fputt'riiig  fay, 
Upon  a  windy  Day, 
"  I'll  make  the  Rafcal  and  his  Brick-Kiln  hop— 
-     II  P-x  take  the  Smoak— the  Sulphur !— Zounds  !--. 

"  It  forces  down  my  Throat  by  Pounds— 
"  My  Belly  is  a  down-right  Blackfmith's  Shop." 


One 
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One  Day,   lie  was  Co  peftcr'd  by  a  Cloud — 

He  could  not  bear  it,   and  thus  bawl'd  aloud  : 

"  Go"  (roar'd  his  M y  unto  a  Page) 

Work'd,   like  a  Lion,   to  a  dev'lifli  Rage, 

"  Go,  tell  the  Rafcal  who  the  Brick-Kiln  owns, 
"  That  if  he  dares  to  burn  another  Brick, 
"  Black  all  my  Houfe  like  Hell,   and  make  me  fick, 

"  I'll  tear  his  Kiln  to  Rags,   and  break  his  Bones." 

Off  Billy  Ramus  fat,   his  Errand  told: 
On  which  the  Brick-maker — a  little  bold, 

Exclaim'd,    "  He  break  my  Bones,  good  Mafter  Page! 
"  He  fay  my  Kiln  fhan't  burn  another  Brick, 
"  Becaufe  it  blacks  his  Houfe,  and  makes  him  fick! 

"Billy,  go,   give  my  Love  to  Master's  Rage, 

And  fay,   more  Bricks  I  am  refolv'd  to  burn  ; 
And  if  the  Smoak  his  Worfhip's  Stomach  turn, 

"  Tell  him  to  ftop  his  Mouth  and  Snout — 

"  Nay,   more,   good  Page — His  M y  fliall  find 

"  I'll  always  take  th'  Advantage  of  the  Wind, 

"  And,  dam'me,  try  to  fmoak  him  o«/." 

This 


(C 


(( 
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This  was  a  fhameful  Meffage  to  a  K 

From  a  poor  ragged  Rogue  that  dealt  in  Mud : 

Yet,   though  fo  impudent  a  Thing, 

The  Fellow's  Rhet'rick  could  not  be  withftood. 

Stiff  as  againft  poor  Hastings,  Edmund  Burke, 
This  Brick-maker  went  tooth  and  nail  to  work. 
And  form'd  a  true  Vesuvius  on  the  Eye  : 
The  Smoke  in  pitchy  Volumes  roll'd  along, 
Rufli'd  through  the  Royal  Dome  with  Sulphur  ftrong, 
And  thick  afcending  darken'd  all  the  Sky. 

Thus  did  this  Cloud  of  Darknefs  daily  fhade 
The  Building  for  the  Lord's  Anointed  made. 

And  blacken' d  it,  like  Palls  that  grace  a  Burying : 
Thus  was  this  Man  of  Mud  and  Straw  employ'd, 
And,  at  the  Thought  fo  wicked,   overjoy'd, 

Of  fmoking  his  Liege  Sov!reign  like  a  Herring : 

Of  ferving  him  as  we  do  Parts  of  Swine, 
Though^with  green  Peas,  a  Difh  extremely  fine  : 

But 
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But  lo!   this  baneful  Ronruc  of  Brick 

Fell,   for  his  Sov'reigm,    fortunately  ric]<, 

And  ere  the  Wretch  could  glut  his  Spleen  and  Pride 

By  turning  Monarchs  into  Bacon died. 

The  modern  Bard  (quoth  Tom)  fublimely  fings 
Of  fliarp  and  prudent  oeconomic  Kings, 

Who  Rams,  and  Ewes,  and  Lambs,  and  Bullocks,  (ccd. 
And  Pigs  of  ev'ry  Sort  of  Breed  : 

— Of  Kings  who  pride  themfelves  on  fruitful  Sows  ; 
Who  fell  fkimm'd  Milk,  and  keep  a  Guard  fo  flout 
To  drive  the  Geefe,   the  thievifli  Rafcals,  out, 

That  ev'ry  Morning  us'd  to  luck  the  *Cows : 

— Of  Kings  who  fCabbages  and  Carrots  plant 
For  fuch  as  wholefome  Vegetables  want ; — 

*   Is  it  poflible  for  this  Story   to  be  true  ?      We  would    rather   give   it   as 

apocryphal. 

t  Mr.  Warton  fays  in  his  Ode,  "  Who  plant  the  Civic  Bay."  —  but  he  afTurcdly 
meant  Cabbages  and  Carrots :  —  the  Faft  proves  it. 

Q^  Who 
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Who  feed,  too,  Poultr/for  the  People's  Sake, 
Then  fend  it  through  the  Villages  in  Carts, 
To  cheer  (how  wondrous  kind!)  the  hungry  Hearts 

Of  fuch  as  ofily  pay  for  what  they  take. 

The  Poet  now,  quoth  Tom's  rare  Lucubration, 
Singeth  Commercial  Treaties — Commutation — 

Taxes  on  Paint,  Pomatum,  Milk  of  Rofes, 
Olympian  Dew,  Gloves,  Sticking-Plafter,  Hats, 
Quack  Medicines  for  lick  Chriftians,  and  found  Rats, 

And  all  that  charms  our  Eyes,  or  Mouths,  or  Nofes. 

The  modern  Bard,  fays  Tom,  fublimely  Ungs 
Of  virtuous,  gracious,  good,  uxorious  Kings, 
Who  love  their  Wives  fo  conftant  from  their  Heart — 
Who  down  at  Wind  for  daily  go  a  {hopping — 
Their  Heads  fo  lovely  into  Houfes  popping. 
And  doing  Wonders  in  the  hagling  Art. 

And  why,  iuGod's  Name,  fliould  not  Queens  and  Kings 
Purchafe  a  Comb,  or  Corkfcrew,  Lace  for  Cloaks, 

Edging  for  Caps,  or  Tape  for  Apron-Strings, 
Or  Pins,  or  Bobbin,  cheap  as  other  Folks  ? 

Reader ' 
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Reader !   to  make  thine  Eyes  with  Wonder  flare, 

I  tell  thee  Farthi?igs  claim  the  Royal  Care ! 
Farthings  arc  helplefs  Children  of  a  Guinea : 

If  not  well  watch'd,   they  travel  to  their  Coft! 
For,   lo !   each  Coppcr-vifag'd  little  Ninney 

Is  very  apt  to  ftray,   and  to  be  loft. 

Extravagance  I  never  dar'd  defend — 

The  greateft  Kings  fhould  fave  a  Candle-End ; 

Since  'tis  an  Axiom  fure,   the  more  Folks  fave^ 

The  more,  indifputably,   they  muft  have. 

Crown'd  Heads,  oifaving  fhould  appear  Examples ; 

And  Britain  really  boafts  two  pretty  Samples ! 

The  modern  Poet  fings,  quoth  Tom  again, 
Of  fweet  Excifemen,  an  obliging  Train  ; 

Who,   hke  our  Guardian  Angels,  watch  our  Houfes, 
And  add  another  civil  Obligation 
That  addeth  greatly  to  our  Reputation — 

Hug,  in  our  Abfences,  our  loving  Spoulcs. 

Reader  I 
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Reader !  when  tir'd,  I'm  fond  of  taking  breath.- 
Now,  as  thou  doft  admire  the  true  Sublime, 
And,   confequently,    my  immortal  Rhyme, 

'Tis  clear  thou  never  can'ft  defire  my  Death. — 

Swans^  in  their  Songs,   mofl  mufically  die — 
If  that's  the  Cafe  then,   Reader,   fo  might  /. 
Let  me  then  join  thy  Wifhes — ftay  my  Rapture, 
And  nurfe  my  Lungs  to  fing  a  fecond  Chapter. 


In 


In  Continuation. 


vJTRANT  me  an  honeft  Fame,  or  grant  mc  none," 
Says  Pope  (I  don't  know  where),   a  little  Liar; 

Who,  if  he  prais'd  a  Man,   'twas  in  a  Tone 

That  made  his  praife  like  Bunches  of  Sweet-Briar, 

Which,  whilft  a  pleafing  Fragrance  it  beftows, 

Pops  out  a  pretty  Prickle  on  your  Nofe. 

V^crtfome  Folks  to  exclaim,  who  fill  a  Throne, 

"  Grant  me  an  honeft  Fame,  or  grant  me  none  ;" 
Such  Princes  were  upon  the  forlorn  Hope, — 

Soon,    very  foon,    to  Reputation  dead  ; 
Their  idle  Laureats,   faith,  might  fliut  up  Shop, 

And  bid  their  lofty  Genius  go  to  bed. 

R  Mufc, 


Mufe,  this  is  all  well  faid  ;   but,  not  t' offend  ye, 
I  beg  you  will  not  cultivate  Digreflion — 

Plead  not  the  Poets  quidlibet  audendi  ; 

For  furely  there  are  Limits  to  th'Expreflion  : 

Then  ceafe  to  wanton  thus  in  Epifode, 

And  tell  the  World  of  Mr.  Warton's  Ode. 

The  modern  Poet,  Laureat  Thomas  fays, 
To  Botany's  grand  Ifland  tunes  his  Lays, 
Fix'd  for  the  Swains  and  Damfels  of  St.  Giles, 
g^  Whofe  Knowledge  in  the  Hocus-Pocus  Art 

Bids  them  from  Britain  fomewhat  fudden  ftart. 
To  teach  to  fouthern  Climes  their  Minifterial  Wiles : 

Improve  the  Wifdom  of  the  Common  Weal, 
And  teach  the  iimple  Natives  how  to  fteal : 
The  Picklock  Sciences  fo  dark,   explain; 
And  to  ingenious  Murther  turn  each  Brain. 

Quoth  Tom  again — the  modern  Poet  fings 
Of  fweet,  good-natur'd,  inoffenfive  Kings ; 

Who, 
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Who,  by  a  Miracle,  efcap'd  with  Life — 
Efcap'd  a  Damfel's  moft  tremendous  Knife  ; 
A  Knife  that  had  been  taught  by  Toil  and  Art, 
To  pierce  the  Bowels  of  a  Pye  or  Tart. 

* 

Thus,   having  giv'n  a  full  Difplay 
Of  what  our  Laureat  fays,   or  meant  to  fay; 
I'll  beg  of  Thomas  to  inflrud:  my  Ears, 
Why,  in  his  Verfes,   he  fliould  call 
The  Knights  who  grac'd  the  high-arch'd  Hall, 
A  Set  of  *Bears  ? 

Why  the  bold  fteel-elad  Knights  of  elder  Days 

Are  not  intitled  to  a  little  Praife, 
Who  for  God's  Caufe  did  Palace,  Houfc,  and  Hut  fell ^ 

As  well  as  Monarchs  of  the  prefent  Date, 

Whofe  dear  Religion,  of  which  Poets  prate. 
Might  lodge,  without  much  fqueczing,  in  a  Nutfhcll? 

"What  King  hath  fmall  Religion?"  thou  replieft — 
"  If  G  .  ^ . .  theTh  . . .  thou  meaneft — Bard,  thou  heft." 

Hold, 

*  Vid.  the  Word  Savage  in  the  Laureat's  Ode  for  the  New  Year. 
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Hold,  Thomas — not  fo  furious — I  know  Things 

That  add  not  to  the  Piety  of 

I've  feen  a  K.  at  Chapel,  I  declare, 

Yawn,  gape,  laugh  in  the  middle  of  a  Pray'r — 

When  inwards  his  fad  Optics  ought  to  roll,  f- 

To  view  the  dark  Condition  of  his  Soul ; 

Catch  up  an  Opera-Glafs  with  curious  Eye, 

Forgetting  God,   fome  Stranger's  Phiz  to  fpy. 

As  tho'  delirous  to  obferve,  if  Heav'n 

Had  Chriftian  Features  to  the  Vifage  giv'n ; 

Then  turn  (for  kind  Communication,  keen)  > 

And  tell  fome  new-found  Wonders  to  the 

Thus  have  thefe  Eyes  beheld  a  Cock  fo  flately, 
(Indeed,   thefe  Lyric  Eyes  beheld  one  lately) 

Lab' ring  upon  a  Dunghill  with  each  Knuckle  : 
When  after  many  a  Peck,  and  Scratch,  and  Scrub, 
This  Hunter  did  unkennell  a  poor  Grub, 

On  which  the  Fellow  did  fo  ftrut,  and  chuckle ! 


He 
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He  peckM,  and  fquinted — peck'd  and  kcnn'd  agcn, 
Hallooing  luftily  to  Madam  Hen  ; 
To  whom,   with  Airs  of  Triumph,    he  look'd  round, 
And  told  what  noble  Trcafure,   he  had  found. 

"  Ah !    Peter,   Peter,"    Laureat  Thomas  cries, 
"  Thou  haft  no  Fear  of  Kings  before  thy  Eyes ; 
"  Great — Little — all  with  thee,  are  equal  Jokes, 
"  And  mighty  Monarchs  merely  common  Folks. 
*'  Ah!  wicked,  wicked,  wicked  Peter,  know — " 
Know  whatf — "  that  Monarchs  are  not  merely  Show\ 
"  Souls  they  poffefs,  and  on  a  glorious  Scale  :" 
To  this  I  anfwer,  Thomas,  with  a  Tale. 

A  Duke  of  Burgundy  (I  know  not  which) 
Thus  on  a  certain  Time,  addrefs'd  a  Poet — 

"  I'm  much  afraid  of  that  fame  fcribling  Itch — 
"  You've  Wit — but  pray  be  cautious  how  you  fhowit; 

"  Say  nothing  in  your  Rhymes  about  a  King — 

'*  If  Praife — 'tis  Lies — if  Blame,  a  dangerous  Thing." 

S  That 
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That  is,  the  Duke  believed  the  King  uncivil, 
Might  kick  the  faucy  Poet  to  the  Devil. 

T.   W. 

Peter,  there's  Odds  'tvv^ixt  flaring  and  ftark  mad — 

P.   P. 

Who  dares  deny  it  ?     So  there  is,  egad  ! 

T.   W. 

Thou  think'ft  no  Pri?ice  of  common  Senfe  pofTeft — 

P.   P. 

Thomas,  thou  art  miftaken,  I  proteft — 

On  Stanislaus  the  Mufe  could  pour  her  Strain, 

Who,   dying,    funk  a  Sun  upon  Lorraine  : 

Too,   like  the  parted  Sun,  with  Glory  crown'd — 

He  fill'd  with  Bluflies   deep  th' Horizon  round. 

Frederick  the  Great,  who  died  the  other  Day, 

Had  for  himfelf,    indeed,   a  deal  to  fay  : 

We  muft  not  touch  upon  that  King's  Belief — 
Becaufe  (I  fear  he  feldom  faid  his  Pray'rs — 

Nor  dare  we  fay  the  Hero  was  no  Thief, 
Becaufe  he  plunder'd   ev'ry   Body's   Wares. 


I'm 


I'm  told    the  Emperor  Is    \afl:ly  wife — 
And  hope  that  Madam  Fame  hath  not  told  Lyes : 
Yet,  in  his  Difputations  with  the  Dutch, 
The  Monarch's  Oratory  was  not  much  : 
Full  many  a  Trope  from  Bayonet  and  Drum, 
He  threaten'd — but,    behold  !   'twas  all  a  Hum. 

Wife  are  our  gracious  Q^ \  fuperb  Relations, 

The  Pride  and  Envy  of  the  German  Nations — 
People  of  Fafhion,    Worfhip,   Wealth,    and   State  — 
Lo  !    what  Demand  for  them,   in  Hcav'n   of  late  ! 

Lo  !   with  his  Knapfack,    ev'n  juft  now  departed, 
As  fine  a  Soldier,   faith,   as  ever  ftarted — 
Whom  Death  did  almoft  dread  to  lay  his  Claws  on — 
Old  Captain  what's  his  Name? — *Saxehilberghausen  : 
For  whom  (with  Zeal,   for  Folks  of  IForJlnp^  burning) 
We  once  again  are  black' ned  up  by  Mourning ; 
To  fliow  by  Glove,  Cloth,  Ribband,  Crape,   and  Fan, 
A  Peck  of  Trouble  for  th'  old  Gentleman. 

Good- 

*  Great  Uncle  to  our  mcft  gracious  Q.     He  died  in  the  EMPEROR'i  Service. 
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Good-lack-a-daifie  then  !  what  Dozens 

Our  Q^ hath  got  of" Uncles,  Aunts,  and  Coufins! 

Egad,  if  thus  thofe  Folks  continue  dying, 

Each  Briton  doom'd  to  difmal  black, 

Muft  alway  bear  a  Hearfe-like  Back, 
And  like  Heraclitus,  be  always  crying. 

Gi'eat  is  the  Northern  Empress  I  confefs ! 

Much,  in  her  Humour,  like  our  good  Queen  Bess  ; 
Who  keeps  her  fair  Court-Dames  from  getting*  drunk: 

And  all  fo  temperate  herfelf.   Folks  fay. 

She  fcarcely  drinks  a  Dozen  Drams  a  Day  j 
And,  in  'Love-77iatterf^  is  a  Queen  of  Spunk, 

Yet  like  I  not  fuch  Woman  for  a  Wife — 
Such  Heroines,   in  a  matrimonial  Strife, 

Might  hammer  from  one's  tender  Head  hard  Notes : 
I  own  my  Delicacy  is  fo  great, 
I  cannot  in  difpute,  with  Rapture,   meet 

Women  who  look  like  Men  in  Petticoats. 

Oft 

*  At  an  Affembly  at  Peterfburg,  fome  Years  fince,  which  was  honoured  with  the 
Prefence  of  the  Emprefs,  one  of  the  Rules  was,  that  no  Lady  fhould  come  drunk 
into  the  Room.  * 
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Oft  in  a  learn'd  Difpute  upon  a  Cap, 

By  way  of  Anfwer,   one  might  have  a  Slap — 
P'rhaps  on  a  fimple  Petticoat  or  Gown — 

Nay!   pofTibly  on  Madam's  being  kiji ! 
And  really,   I  would  rather  be  knock'd  down 

By  Weight  of  Argument,   than  Weight  of  Fift. 

I  like  not  Dames  whofe  Converfation  runs 
On  Battles,  Sieges,   Mortars,   and  great  Guns — 
The  milder  Beauties  win  my  foften'd  Soul': 

Who  look  for  Fafhions  with  deliring  Eyes : 
Pleas'd  when  on  Wigs  the  Converfations  roll, 
Cork  Rumps,  and  Merry  Thoughts,  and  Lovers  Sighs. 

Love!   when  I  marry,  give  me  not  an  Ox — 
I  hate  a  Woman  like  a  Sentry-Box  ; 
Nor  can  I  deem  the  Dame  a  charming  Creature 
Whofe  hard  Face  holds  an  Oath  in  ev'ry  Feature. 

In  Women — Angel-fv^eetnefs  let  me  fee — 
No  galloping  Horfe-Godmothers  for  me, 

T  I  own 


w 
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I  own  I  cannot  brook  fuch  manly  Bel/es 
As  Mademoiselle  D'Eons,  and  Hannah  Snells. 
Yet  Men  there  are,   (how  ftrange  are  Love's  Decrees !) 
Whofe  Palates  ev'n  Jack-Gentlewomen  pleafe. 

How  diff'rent,  Silvia,   from  thy  Form  fo  fair  ! 

That  triumphs  in  a  Love-infpiring  Air ; 
Superior  beaming  ev'n  where  Thoufands  fhine  — 

Thy  Form! — where  all  the  tender  Graces  play, 

And  blufliing,  feem  in  ev'ry  Smile  to  fay, 
"  Behold  we  boaft  an  Origin  divine!" — 

See  too  the  Queen  of  France — a.  Gem  I  ween ! — 
With  Rev'rence  let  me  hail  that  charming  Queen, 

Blifs  to  the  King,  and  Luftre  to  her  Race  : 
Though  Venus  gave  of  Beauty  half  her  Store, 
And  all  the  Graces  bid  a  World  adore — 

Her  fmalleft  Beauties  are  the  Charms  of  Face. 


li 


T.   W. 

Heav'ns!  why  abroad  for  Virtues  muft  you  roam  1 


P.  P 
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P.    P. 

Becaufe  I  cannot  find  them,  Tom,  at  Home. 

I  beg  your  Pardon — yes — the  Prince  of  Wales 
(Whofe  Adions  fmile  Contempt  on  Scandal's  Tales) 

Ranks   in    the   Mufe's    Favour,   high — 

I  ^x'^fofne  Folks,    that  I  could  name  with  Eafe, 
Bleft  with /^/j  Head — y6/j  Heart — /6/VPow'rs  to  pleafe — 

Then  Pity's  Soul  would  ceafe  from  many  a  Sigh. 

The  crouching  Courtiers,  that  furround  a  Throne^ 
And  learn  to  fpeak  and  grin  from  one  alone, 

Who  watch,  like  Dancing-Dogs,  their  Mafter's  Nod — 
Are  ready  now,  if  Horfe-whipp'd  from  their  Places, 
At  Carlton-House  to  fhew  their  fupple  Faces, 

And  call  the  Prince  they  vilify,  a  God. 

T.   W. 

Think'ft  thou  not  C^sar  doth  the  Arts  poffefs  ? 

P.   P. 

Arts  in  Abundance!— Yes,  Tom — yes,  Tom, — ^yes! 

T.  W 
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T.   W. 

Think'ft  thou  not  C^sar  would  each  Joy  forego, 
To  make  his  Children  Happy  ? 

P.   P^. 

No,   Tom — no. 

T.   W. 

What!  not  one  Bag,   to  blefs  a  Child,   beftow  ? — 

P.    P. 

Heav'n  help  thy  Folly  ! — no,  Tom — no,    Tom — no  ! 

The  fordid  Souls  that  Avarice  enflaves, 

Would  gladly  grafp  their  Guineas  in  their  Graves : 

Like  that  old  Greek — a  miferable  Cur, 

Who  made  himfelf  his  own  Executor. 


A  Cat  is  with  her  Kittens  much  delighted  ; 

She  licks  fo  lovingly  their  Mouths  and  Chins : 
At  ev'ry  Danger,  Lord  !    how  Pufs  is  frighted — 

She  curls  her  Back,   and  fwells  her  Tail,   and  grins: 
Rolls  her  wild  Eyes,    and  claws  the  Backs  of  Curs 
Who  fmell  too  curious  to  her  Children's  Furs. 

This 
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This  happens  whilft  her  Cats  2sq.  yoimg^   indeed  ; 

But  when  ^row;;  up^  alas!  how  chang'd  their  Luck! 
No  more  fhe  plays  at  Bo-peep  with  her  Breed, 

Lies  down,   and  mewing  bids  them  come  and  fuck: 

No  more  fhe  fports  and  pats  them,   frifks  and  purs  ; 
Plays  with  their  little  Tails,  and  licks  their  Furs  ; 
But  when  they  beg  her  blelling  and  Embraces, 
Spits  like  a  dirty  Vixen,  in  their  Faces. 

Nay,    after  making  the  poor  Lambkins  fly. 

She  watches  the  dear  Babes  with  fquinting  Eye ; 

And  if  fhe  fpies  them  with  a  Bit  of  Meat, 

Springs  on  their  Property,   and  fteals  their  Treat — 

No  more  a  tender  Love  (he  feems  to  feel — 
The  Dev'l,  for  her^  may  eat  'em  at  a  Meal — 
With  all  her  Soul — the  Jade,    fo  wond'rous  faving. 
Cries,  "  Off!  You  now  are  at  your  own  Beard-fhaving." 

So — to  fome  K — — s  this  Evil  doth  belong — 
Th' Intelligence  is  good,  I  make  no  doubt — 
Who  really  love  their  Offspring  when  they're  young, 
But  lofe  that  fond  Affedion  when  they're  flout  j 

U  Far 
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Far  off  they  fend  them — nor  a  Sixpence  give — 
I  wonder,  Thomas,   where  fuch  Mo hs  live! 

Should  fuch  a  M -ch,  Thomas,  crofs  thy  Way, 

And  for  thy  Flatt'ry,  offer  Buts  of  Sack; 

Say  plainly,    that  he  would  difgrace  thy   Lay; 
And  turning  on  him  thy  Poetic   Back, 

Bid,   like  a  Porcupine,    thine  Anger  briftle, 

Nor  damn  thy  precious  Soul  to  whet  thy  Whiftle. 


CON- 
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C    O    N    C    L    U    S    I   O    N. 

THINK  not,  Friend  Tom,  I  envy  thee  thy  Rhynic, 
By  numbers,  I  affure  thee,  decm'd  fublimc; 

Or  that  thy  Laurcat's  Place  my  Spleen  provokes : 
The  King  (good  Man ! )  and  I  fliould  never  Quarrel, 
E'en  though  his  Royal  Wifdom  gave  the  Laurel 

To  Mr.  Tom-a-Stiles  or  John-a-Nokes. 

Old-fafliion'd,  as  if  tutor'd  in  the  Ark, 
I  never  iigh'd  for  Glory's  high  Degrees; 

This  very  Inftant,  fliould  our  G?-and  Monarque 
Say,    "  Peter,  be  my  Laureat,  if  you  plcafc," 

"  No,  pleafe  your  Majefty,"  lliould  be  my  Anfvver, 
With  fweeteft  Diffidence  and  modcft  Grace: 

"  The  Office  fuits  a  more  ingenious  Man,  Sir; 
"  In  God's  Name,  therefore,  let  h'wi  have  the  Place: 

"  Unlike  the  Poets,  'tis  my  vaft  afflidion 

"  To  be  a  mifcrable  Hand  at  FiSiion. 

"  But,  Sir,   I'll  find   fome  Lyric    Undertaker, 
"  Acroftic,  Rebus,  or  Conundrum-Maker, 
"  Who  oft   hath  rode   old  Pcgafus  fo  fiery, 
"  And  won  the  Sweepflakes  in  the  Lady's  Diary.'* 
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A  N 


APOLOGETIC     POSTSCRIPT 


TO 


ODE     UPON     ODE. 


Header,   I  folemnly  proteft 

I  thought  that  I  had  work'd  up  all  my  rhyme  ! 
What  ftupid  demon  hath  my  brain  poffefs'd  ? 

I  prithee  pardon  me  this  time : 

Afford  thy  patience  through  more  Ode ; 
'Tis  not  a  vaft  extent  of  road  : 

Together  let  us  gallop  then  along : 
Moft  nimbly  fliall  old  Pegafus,   my  hack,   ftir, 

To  drop  the  image  —  prithee  hear  more  fong, 

Some  *  moj'e  lajl  words  of  Mr.  Baxter.' 

B  A  wondrous 


A  woiidVous  fav'rite  with  the  tuneful  throng, 
Sublimelj  great  are  Peter's  pow'rs  of  fong : 
His  ner^e  of  fatire,   too,   fo  very  tough, 
Strong  without  weaknefs,   without  foftnefs  rough. 

What  Horace  faid  of  ftreams  in  eafy  lay 

The  marv'ling  Workl  of  Peter's  tongue  may  fay  j 

His  tongue,   fo  copious  in  a  fiiLX  of  metre, 

"  Laeitur  et  lasetur  !  " 


ODE. 


The        a     R     G    U    M'   E     N    T. 

PET'ER  nobly  aclimwiedgeth  error,  JufpeSieth  an  Interfering  Devil,  and 
JuppUcateth  his  Reader —  He  boajleth,  wittily  parodieth,  and  mojl  learn- 
edly quoteth  a  Latin  Poet — Hejloeweth  much  affeSiion  for  Kings,  illuf- 
t rating  it  by  a  beautiful  Jimile — Peter  again  nvaxeth  witty — Refoliition 
declared  for  rhyme  in  confequence  of  encouragement  from  our  two  Uni- 
versities—  Peter  wickedly  accufed  of  King-roafling;  refuteth  the 
malevolent  charge  by  a  mofl  apt  illufration — Peter  criticifeth  the  blun- 
ders of  the  far s  —  Peter  repUeth  to  the  charges  brought  againf  him  by 
the  IVorld —  He  difplayeth  great  Bible  knowledge,  and  maketh  afrewd 
ohfervation  on  Kino  David,  Uriah,  and  the  Sheep,  fuch  as  no 
Commentator  ever  made  before  —  Peter  challengeth  Courtiers  to  equal 
his  intrepidity,  and  proveth  his  fuperiority  of  courage  by  giving  a  delec- 
table tale  of  Dumplings —  Peter  anfwereth  the  unbelief  of  a  vocife- 
rous World — Declareth  totis  viribus  love  for  Kings — Peter  peepeth 
into  Futurity,  and  telleth  the  fortune  of  the  Prince  of  Wales  —  He 
defcanteth  on  the  high  province  of  ancient  Poets,  and  difplayeth  claffical 
erudition  — Peter  holdeth  conference  with  a  ^laker — Peter,  as  ufual, 
turneth  rank  Egotift- — He  telleth f  range  news  relating  to  Majesty  and 
Pepper  Arden  —  Peter  apologifeth  for  inipudej-ice  by  a  tale  of  a 
French  King  —  Peter,  imitating  Ovid,  who  was  tranf ported  for 
his  impudent  Ballads,  talketh  to  his  Ode  —  Suggejleth  a  royal  anfwer  to 
Ode  and  Qdefa£iors  —  Happily  felecieth  a  fory  of  King  Canute,  il- 
luf  rating  the  danger  of  fopping  the  mouths  of  Poets  with  halters,  Cs'c, 
ififead  of  meat — Peter  concludeth  with  a  zvife  ohfervation. 


[    9    ] 

O        D        E. 

WORLD  !   flop  thy  mouth  —  I  am  rcfolvM  to  rhyme — 
I  cannot  throw  away  a  vein  fublimc  : 

If  I  may  take  the  liberty  to  brag, 
I  cannot,  like  the  fellow  in  the  Bible, 
Venting  upon  his  mafter  a  rank  libel. 

Conceal  my  talent  in  a  ?'ag. 

Kings  muft  continue  fiill  to  be  my  theme 

Eternally  of  Kings  I  dream : 

As  beggars  ev'ry  night,  we  mufl:  fuppofe, 

Dream  of  their  vermin,   in  their  beds ; 
Becaufe,   as  ev'ry  body  knows. 

Such  th'uigs  are  alv/ays  running  in  their  heads. 

Belides  —  were  I  to  write  of  common  folks, 

No  foul. would  buy  my  rhymes  fo  ftrange,   and  jokes : 

Then  what  becomes  of  mutton,  beef,  and  pork 

How  would  my  maflicating  mufcles  work  r 

C  Indeed, 


C     xo     ] 
Indeed,  I  dare  not  fay  they  would  be  idle, 

But,   like  my  Pegafus's  chops,   fo  ftout, 
Who  plays  and  wantons  with  his  bridle. 

And  nobly  flings  the  foam  about ; 

So  mine  would  work — "  On  what  ?"  my  reader  cries, 

With  a  ftretch'd  pair  of  unbelieving  eyes 

Heav'n  help  thy  mofl  unpenetrating  wit ! 
On  a  ^ard morftl  —  Hunger's  iron  bit. 

By  all  the  rhyming  goddefl!es  and  gods 
I  will  —  I  mtijl,  perflft  in  Odes 

And  not  a  pow'r  on  earth  fhall  hinder  — — 
I  hear  both  *  Univerflties  exclaim, 
"  Peter,  it  is  a  glorious  road  to  fame  ; 

*'  Euge  Poeta  magne  —  well  faid,  Pindar  !  " 


*  The  violence  of  the  Univerfities  on  this  occafion  may  probably  arife  from 
the  contempt  thrown  on  them  by  His  Majefty's  fending  the  Royal  children  to 
Gottengen  for  education  ;  but  have  not  Their  Majefties  amply  made  it  up  to 
Oxford  by  a  vifit  to  that  celebrated  feminary— and  is  not  Cambridge  to  receive 
the  fame  honour  ? 

Yet 


[  ^r  ] 

Yet  fome  approach  with  apoftoHc  face, 

And  cry,  *'  O  Peter,  what  a  want  of  gr^ce 
"  Thus  ill  thy  rliyme  to  roaft  a  King  !  " 

/  roajl  a  King  !   by  heav'ns  'tis  not  a  fadl 

I  fcorn  fuch  wicked  and  dilloyal  adl 

Who  dares  affert  it,   fliys  a  fland'rous  thing. 


Hear  what  I  have  to  fay  of  Kings 


If,   unfublime,   they  deal  in  childifh  things. 

And  yield  not,  of  reform,   a  ray  of  hope  ; 
Each  mighty  Monarch  ftraight  appears  to  me 

A  roafter  of  hhitfelf —  Felo  de  fe ■ 

I  only  adl  as  Cook,  and  dipD  him  up. 

Reader  !  another  fimile  as  rare 


My  verfes  form  a  fort  of  bill  of  fire, 
Informing  guefts  what  kind  of  flcfli  and  filh 
Is  to  be  found  within  each  difli  ; 
That  eating  people  may  not  be  miftaken, 
And  take,  for  ortolan,  a  lump  of  bacoiu 


Whencva- 


[  I^  ] 

"Whenever  I  have  heard  of  Kings 

Who  place  in  goffipings,  and  news,   their  pride. 
And  knowing  family  concerns  —  mean  things ! 

Very  judicioufly,  indeed,   I've  cry'd, 
'*  I  woxider 
"  How  their  blind  ftars  could  make  [o  grofs  a  blunder !  " 

*'  Inftead  of  fitting  on  a  throne 

**  In  purple  rich  —  of  ftate  fo  full, 
"  They  fliould  have  had  an  apron  on, 

**  And,  feated  on  a  three-legg'd  ftool, 
"  Commanded  of  dead  hair,   the  fprigs 

"  To  do  their  duty  upon  wigs. 


*'  By  fuch  miflakes,   is  Nature  often  foil'd : 
"  Such  improprieties  fhould  never  fpring 


«'  Thus  a  fine  chattering  barber'  may  be  fpoil'd, 
"  To  make  a  mofl  indifF'rent  Kirig.'" 


"  Sir, 


[     ^2     ] 
■'  Sir,  Sir,   (I  hear  the  world  exclaim) 

"At  too  high  game  you  impudently  aim 


"  How  dare  you,  with  your  jokes  and  gibes, 
"  Tread,  like  a  horfe,  on  kingly  kibes  ?  " 

Folks,  who  can't  fee  their  errors,   can't  reform  : 

No  plainer  axiom  ever  came  from  man  ; 
And  'tis  a  Chriftian's  duty,  in  a  ftorm, 

To  fa'.e  his  finking  neighbour,   if  he  can : 
Thus  /  to  Kings  my  Ode  of  Wifdom  pen, 
Becaufe  your  Kings  have  fouls  like  common  me/?. 

The  Bible  warrants  me  to  fpeak  the  truth 

Nor  mealy-mouth'd  my  tongue  in  filence  keep  : 

Did  not  good  Nathan  tell  that  buckifh  youth, 
David  the  King,   that  he  ftole  flieep  ? 

D  Stok 


[     H     j 
Stole  poor  Uriah's  little  fav'rite  lamb  — 

An  ewe  it  chanc'd  to  be,  and  not  a  ram 

For  had  it  been  a  ram,  the  royal  glutton 
Had  never  meddled  with  Uriah's  mutton. 

What  modern  Courtier,  pray,  hath  got  the  face 

To  fay  to  Majefty,    "  O  King  1 
"  Ktfuch  a  time,  in  fuch  a  place, 

"  You  did  a  very  fooli/h  thing  ?  " 
What  Courtier,  not  a  foe  to  his  own  glory. 
Would  pubiifh  of  his  King  this  fimple  ftory  ?  — 


Th( 


[     ^5     ] 


The  APPLE  DUMPLINGS  and  a  KING. 

ONCE  on  a  time,  a  Monarch,  tir*d  with  hooping. 
Whipping  and  fpurring, 
Happy  in  worrying 
A  poor,  defenceiefs,   harmlefs  buck  ; 
(The  horfe  and  rider  wet  as  muck,) 
From  his  high  confcquence  and  wifdom  {looping, 
Enter'd,   through  curiofity,  a  cot, 
Where  Tat  a  poor  old  woman  and  her  pot. 

The  wrinkled,   blear-ey'd,   good,   old  granny. 
In  this  fame  cot,  illum'd  by  many  a  cranny. 
Had  finifli'd  apple  dumplings  for  her  pot : 
In  tempting  row  the  naked  dumplings  lay, 
When,  lo  !   the  Monarch,   in  his  ufual  way, 
like  lightning  fpoke,   ''  What's  this?  what's  this?  what?  what  ?  " 

Then 


[     1*5     J 
Then  taking  up  a  dumpling  in  his  hand, 
His  eves  with  admiration  did  expand 


And  oft  did  Majcfty  the  dumpling  grapple  : 
''  'Tis  monftrous,   nionftrous  hard  indeed,"   he  cry'd  : 
'<  Wliat  makes  it,   pray,  fo  hard  ?"  —  The  Dame  reply'd. 

Low  curtfving,    *' Pleafe  Your  Majefiy,   the  apple." 

'*  Very  aftonifliing  indeed  !  —  ftrange  thing  I  " 
(Turning  the  dumpling  round,  rejoin'd  the  King.) 

"  'Tis  moll  extraordinary  then,  all  this  is 

"  It  beats  Pinetti's  conjuring  all  to  pieces 


*'  Strange  I  fliould  never  of  a  dumpling  dream. 

"  But,  Goody,  tell  mc  where,  where,  where's  the  feam?" 

"  Sir,  tliere's  no  feam  (quoth  (lie) ;   I  never  knew 

"  That  folks  did  apple  dumplings y9u?." 

"  No  !   (cry'd  the  ftaring  Monarch  with  a  grin) 
•*  How,  how  the  devil  got  the  apple  in  ?" 


On 


[>  ^7     ] 
On  which  the  Dame  the  curious  fcheme  revcal'd 
By  which  the  apple  lay  fo  fly  conccard, 

Which  made  the  Solomon  of  Britain  ftart ; 
Who  to  the  Palace  with  full  fpced  rcpair'd, 
And  Queen,  and  Princefles  fo  beauteous,   fcar'd, 

All  with  the  wonders  of  the  Dumpling  art ! 

There  did  he  laboiu*  one  whole  week,   to  fliow 
The  wifdoni  of  an  Apple-Dumpling  Maker  ; 

And  lo !   fo  deep  was  Majefty  in  dough, 

The  Palace  feem'd  the  lodging  of  a  Baker. 


READER, 


[      i8     ] 


READER,  thou  likeft  not  my  tale — look'ft  blue  — '- 
Thou  art  a  Courtier  —  roareft   "  Lies,  Lies,  Lies  !" 
Do,   for  a  moment,   ftop  thy  cries 

I  tell  thee,  roaring  infidel,   'tis  /r/^^. 

Why  fliould  it  not  be  true  ?  —  The  greatejl  me7t 
May  a{k  a  foolifli  queftion  now  and  then 

This  is  the  language  of  all  ages : 
Folly  lays  many  a  trap  —  we  can't  efcape  it : 
Nemo  (fays  fome  one)  omnibus  horis  fapit : 

Then  why  not  Kings,   like  me  and  other  fages  ? 

Far  from  defpifing  Kings,  I  like  the  breed, 
Provided  King-like  they  behave  : 
Kings  are  an  inftrument  we  need, 
Juft  as  we  razors  want  —  to  fliave  ; 


To 


[     ^9     ] 
To  keep  the  State's  face  finootli  —  give  it  an  air  - 

Like  my  Lord  North's,   fo  jolly,   round,   and  fair. 


•My  fenfc  of  Kings  though  freely  I  impart 


I  hate  not  royalty,   Heav'n  knows  my  heart. 


Princes  and  Princefles  I  like,  fo  loyal 


Great  George's  children  are  my  great  delight ; 
The  fweet  Augufta,  and  fweet  Princefs  Royal, 
Obtain  my  love  by  day,  and  pray'rs  by  night. 

Yes !   I  like  Kings  —  and  oft  look  back  with  pride 
Upon  the  Edwards,  Harrys  of  our  ifle  — 

Great  fouls !  in  virtue  as  in  valour  try'd, 

Whofe  adions  bid  the  cheek  of  Britons  fmile. 

Mufe  !  let  us  zKo  forivarci  look, 
And  take  a  peep  into  Fate's  book. 


Behold ! 


[      20      ] 

Behold !  the  fceptre  young  Augustus  fways ; 

I  hear  the  mingled  praife  of  millions  rife ; 

I  fee  uprais'd  to  Heav'n  their  ardent  eyes ; 
That  for  their  Monarch  afk  a  length  of  days. 

Bright  in  the  brightefi  annals  of  renown, 
Behold  fair  Fame  his  youthful  temples  crown 

With  laurels  of  unfading  bloom  ; 
Behold  Dominion  fwell  beneath  his  care, 
And  GENIUS,  rijQng  from  a  dark  defpair, 

His  long-extinguifli'd  fires  relume. 

Such  are  the  Kings  that  fuit  my  tafte,   I  own  — — 
Not  thofe  where  all  the  littlenejfes  join 

Whofe  fouls  fhould  ftart  to  find  their  lot  a  throne, 
And  blufh  to  fhow  their  nofes  on  a  coin. 

Reader,   for  fear  of  wicked  applications, 
I  now  allude  to  Kings  o^  foreigft  nations. 


Poets 


[  --^  ] 

Poets  (fo  unimpeach'd  tradition  fays) 
The  fole  hiftorians  were  of  ancient  days. 

Who  help'd  their  heroes  Fame's  high  hill  to  clamber ; 
Penning  their  glorious  ads  in  language  ftrong, 
And  thus  prefer ving,   by  immortal  fong, 

Their  names  amidft  their  tuneful  amber. 


What  am  /  doing  ?      Lord  !   the  very  fame 
Preferving  many  a  deed  deferving  Fame, 


Which  that  old  lean,  devouring  fhark  call'd  Time 

Would,  v^'ithout  ceremony,  eat  ; 

In  my  opinion,   far  too  rich  a  treat 

I  therefore  merit  ftatues  for  my  rhyme. 

^'  All  this  is  laudable,  (a  Quaker  cries) 

*'  But  let  grave  Wifdom,  Friend,   thy  verfes  rule; 

"  Put  out  thine  IRONY's  two  fquinting  eyes 

*'  Defpife  thy  grinning  monkey,   RIDICULE." 


What !. 


[       22       ] 

What !  flight  my  fportive  monkey,   RIDICULE, 

Who  a6ts  Hkc  birch  on  boys  at  fchool, 
Nepleding  IclTons  —  truant,   perhaps,   wliole  weeks ! 

My  RIDICULE,  with  humour  fraught,  and  wit, 

Is  that  fatiric  friend,  a  gouty  fit, 
Which  bites  men  into  health  and  rofy  cheeks  : 


A  moral  mercury  that  cleanfeth  fouls 
Of  ills  that  with  them  play  the  devil 


Like  mercury  that  much  the  pow'r  controls 
Of  prefents  gain'd  from  ladies  over  civil. 

Reader,   I'll  brag  a  little,  if  you  pleafe ; 

The  ancients  did  fo,  therefare  why  not  I  ^ 
Lo !  for  my  good  advice  I  afk  n6  fees, 

Whilfl:  other  Dodors  let  their  patients  die ; 


That  is,  fuch  patients  as  can't  pay  for  cure 
A  very  felfifli,  wicked  thing,  I'm  fure. 


Now 


[     ^3     ] 
Now  though  I'm  foul  pliylician  to  the  King, 
I  never  begg'd  of  him  the  fmallcft  tiling 

For  all  the  threfliino;  of  my  virtuous  brains ; 
Nay,  were  I  my  poor  pocket's  flate  t'impait. 
So  well  I  know  my  royal  patient's  heart, 

He  v/oiild  not  give  me  two-pence  for  my  pains. 


But  hark  !   folks  fay  the  King  is  very  mad 


The  news,   if  true,    indeed,   were  \ery  fad, 
And  far  too  ferious  an  affair  to  mock  it  — 


Yet  how  can  this  agree  with  what  I've  heard. 

That  fo  much  by  him  are  my  rhymes  rever'd 

Fie  goes  a  hunting  with  them  in  his  pocket : 

And  when  thrown  out  —  which  often  is  the  cafe, 
(In  bacon  hunting,   or  of  bucks  the  race) 

My  verfe  fo  much  His  Majefty  be\\'itchcs, 
That  out  he  pulls  my  honour 'd  Odes, 
And  reads  them  on  the  turnpike  roads 

Now  under  trees  and  hedfics now  in  ditches. 

Hark  ! 


[      24     ] 
Hark  !  with  aflonilKment,  a  found  I  hear, 
That  ftrikes  tremendous  on  my  ear ; 
It  fays,  Great  Arden,   commonly  call'd  Pepper, 
Of  mighty  Georg&'s  thunderbolts  the  keeper j 

r 

Juft  like  of  Jupiter  the  famous  eagle, 
Is  order'd  out  to  hunt  me  Hke  a  beagle. 

But,  eagle  Pepper,   give  my  love 
Unto,thy  lofty  mafter,   Mr.  JOVE, 

And  alk  how  it  can  fquare  with  his  religion. 
To  bid  thee,  without  mercy,  fall  on. 
With  thy  fhort  fturdy  beak,  and  iron  talon, 

A  pretty,  little,  harmlefs,  cooing  pigeon  ? 

By  heav'ns,   I  difbelieve  the  fad: — 


A  Monarch  cannot  fo  unwifely  ad: ! 

Suppofe  that  Kings,   fo  rich,  are  always  mum^mg, 
Praying  and  preffing  Minifters  for  money  ; 

Bidding  them  on  our  hive  (poor  bees !)  be  thumping, 
Trying  to  (liake  out  all  our  honey ; 


A  thing 


L     *5     } 
A  thing  that  oft  hath  happcn'd  in  our  iflc ! 

Pray,   {han't  we  be  allow'd  to  fmilc  ? 

To  cut  a  joke,  or  epigram  contrive, 

By  way  of  folace  for  our  plunder'd  hive  ? 

A  King  of  France,   (iVe  loft  the  Monarch's  name) 
Who  avaricious  got  himfelf  bad  fame, 

By  moft  unmannerly  and  thievifh  plunges 
Into  his  fubjeds  purfes, 
A  deep  majtosuvre  that  obtain'd  their  curfes, 

Becaufc  it  treated  gentlefolks  \\]s.tf purges. 

To  (how  how  much  they  relifh'd  not  fuch  fqueezing, 

Such  goods  and  chattel-feizing. 

They  publiiliM  libels  to  difplay  their  hate, 

To  comfort,   in  fbnie  fort,   their  fouls, 

For  fuch  a  number  of  large  holes 

Eat  by  this  Royal  Rat  in  each  eftatc. 

G  The 


I  26  ] 

The  Premier  op'd  his  gullet  like  a  iliark, 
To  h;jar  fucli  fatires  on  the  Grand  Monarquc, 

And  roar'd "  Meilieurs,   you  foon  {hall  feel 

"  Mj  criticifm  upon  your  ballads, 

"  Not  to  your  tafte  Co  Tweet  as  frogs  and  fallads, 

i 

"  A  ftridure  critical  yclep'd  Bastile," 

But  firft  he  told  the  tidings  to  the  King, 
Then  fwore  par  Ditu  that  he  would  quickly  br.ing 
Unto  the  grinding  ftone  their  nofcs  down 


No,  not  a  foul  of  'em  fhould  ever  thrive ; 
He'd  flay  them,   like  St.  Bartlemew,  alive 
Villains !   for  darin«:  to  infult  the  Crown. 


D 


The  Monarch  heard  Monfleur  le  Premier  out, 
And,   fmiling  on  his  loyalty  fo  ftout. 

Replied,    "  Monfleur  le  Premier,   you  are  wrong 

*'  Don't  of  the  pleafure  let  them  be  debarr'd 

*'  You  know  how  we  have  ferv'd  'em — faith  I   'tis  hard 

*'  They  fhould  not  for  their  money  have  ^fong.'''* 

Ovid, 


OvrD,    fv/eet  ftoiy-tcllcr  oi   old  tiincs, 

Unhickily  tnuifported  for  his  rhymcb, 
Addrefs'd  his  book  before  he  bade  it  walk.  ; 

Therefore  my  WorlTiip,  and  my  Ode, 

In  imitation  of  fuch  clailic  mode, 
May,   like  two  Indian  nations,   have  a  Talk. 

*'  Dear  Ode  1   whofe  vcrfc  the  true  fublime  afFoi\ls, 
"  Go,   vifit  Kings,    Queens,   Paralites,   and  Lords ; 
"  And  if  thy  modefl  beauties  they  adore, 
'<  Inform  them,   they  fhall  fpcedily  have  more." 

Eut  poflibly  a  mighty  King  may  fay, 
"  Ode!  Ode! — What?  What?  I  hate  your  rhyme  hnranginnc^i 

"  rd  ratlier  hear  a  jackals  bray  : 
'<  I  never  knew  a  poet  worth  the  hanging. 

"  I  hate,  abhor  them but  I'll  clip  their  wijigs  ; 

''  I'll  teach  the  faucy  knaves  to  laugh  at  Kiiig> : 

'<  Vcs. 


<( 


C( 


.[  28  ] 

Yes,  yes,   the  rhyming  rogues,  their  fongs  fhall  rue, 
A  ragged,   bold-fac'd,   ballad-finging  crew. 

"  Yes,  yes,   the  poets  fhall  my  pow'r  confefs  ; 

**  I'll  maul  that  fpawning  devil  call'd  the  Prefs»'* 

If  furious  thus  exclaim  a  King  of  glory. 
Tell  him,   O  gentle  Mufe,  this  pithy  flory : 


KING 


[     ^'9     ] 


KING  CANUTE   and    HIS   NOBLES^ 

A        TALE. 

CANUTE  was  by  his  nobles  taught  to  fancy, 
That  by  a  kind  of  royal  necromancy, 

He  had  the  pow'r  Old  Ocean  to  control • 


Down  rufh'd  the  Royal  Dane  upon  the  ftrand, 

And  iffued,   like  a  Solomon,  command 

Poor  foul ! 

"  Go  back,   ye  waves,   you  bluft'ring  rogues,"   quoth  he, 
"  Touch  not  your  Lord  and  Mafter,  Sea, 

**  For  by  my  pow'r  almighty,   if  you  do  " 

Then  flaring  vengeance out  he  held  a  ftick, 

Vowing  to  drive  Old  Ocean  to  Old  Nick, 

Should  he  cv'n  wet  the  latchet  of  his  ihoc. 

H  The 


[     30     ] 

t 

The  Sea  retir'd the  Monarch  fierce  ruili'd  on, 

And  look'd  as  if  he'd  drive  him  from  the  land  - 

I 

But  Sea  not  caring  to  be  put  upon, 
Made  for  a  moment  a  bold  ftand  : 

Not  only  make  2.Jla7id  did  Mr.  Ocean, 
But  to  his  honcft  waves  he  made  a  motion, 

And  bid  them  give  the  King  a  hearty  trimming  : 
The  orders  feem'd  a  deal  the  waves  to  tickle, 
For  foon  they  put  His  Majefty  in  pickle  ; 

And  fat  his  Royalties,   like  geefe,  a  fwimming. 

All  hands  aloft,  with  one  tremendous  roar. 
Soon  did  they  make  him  wifh  himfelf  on  fhore  ; 

His  head  and  ears  moil  handfomely  they  dous'd 
Juft  like  a  porpus,  with  one  general  fhout. 
The  waves  fo  tumbled  the  poor  King  about 

No  Anabaptift  e'er  was  half  fo  fous'd. 


At 


[     3'     ] 
At  length  to  land  he  crawrd,  a  half-drown'd  thing. 
Indeed  more  like  a  crab  than  like  a  King, 

And  found  his  Courtiers  making  rueful  faces : 
But  what  faid  Canute  to  the  Lords  and  Gentry, 
Who  hail'd  him  from  the  water,   on  his  entry. 

All  trembling  for  their  lives  or  places  ? 

"  My  Lords  and  Gentlemen,  by  your  advice, 
"  I've  had  with  Mr.  Sea  a  pretty  bufllc ; 

"  My  treatment  from  my  foe  not  over  nice, 

"  Juft  made  a  jeft  for  ev'ry  llirimp  and  mufcle : 

"  A  pretty  trick  for  one  of  my  dominion  ! 

*'  My  Lords,   I  thank  you  for  your  great  opinion. 

"  You'll  tell  me,  p'rhaps,   I've  only  loft  c»e  game, 
"  And  bid  me  try  another  —  for  the  rubber 

**  Permit  me  to  inform  you  all,  with  fliamc, 

"  That  you're  a  fet  of  knaves,  and  I'm  a  lubber." 


Su 


Cll 


Such  is  the  Hoiy,  my  dear  Ode, 

Which  thou  wilt  bear a  facred  load  !     .  , 

Yet,  much  I  fear,   'twill  be  of  no  great  ufe : 
Kings  are  in  general  obftinate  as  mules  * 
Thofe  who  furround  them,  moftly  rogues  and  fools. 

And  therefore  can  no  benefit  produce. 

r 

Yet  ftories,   fentences,   and  golden  rules. 
Undoubtedly  were  made  for  rogues  and  fools ; 

But  this  unluckily  the  fimple  fadt  is ; 
Thofe  rogues  and  fools  do  nothing  but  admire, 
And  all  fo  dev'lifli  modeft,  don't  defire 

The  glory  of  reducing  them  to  pra&ice. 


THE  END. 
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